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Temptation! 


Every lover of good candy is won over to Baby Ruth. 

It is always welcome—always appreciated. A rare treat 
awaits you in its luscious opera cream center, dipped in 
delicious caramel, filled with crisply roasted-then-toasted 
peanuts, all coated with rich milk chocolate. 

Better join the millions-a-day who say it is America’s 
Favorite Candy! 

CURTISS CANDY COMPANY, Chicago 


OTTO Y. SCHNERING, President 
Candy Makers to the American Nation 
New York Boston San Francisco Los Angeles 


CURTISS 
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Dont tell “your 
about feminine 


—it is much easier and less 
embarrassing to hand her 


this booklet 


DAUGHTER'S IGNORANCE of 
physical facts can almost al- 
ways be traced to a mother who 
has chosen to let such information 
come from chance companions. 
And it is almost always wrong or 
incomplete: information, doing 
more harm than good. 

Here is a suggestion. Send for a 
copy of ““The Newer Knowledge 
of Feminine Hygiene."’ It is a 
frankly written booklet, but scien- 
tific—and you can obtain it ab- 
solutely free. It makes the task of 
““telling’’ much easier, whether 
you are getting it for a daughter or 
for some other woman to whom 
you feel you owe this duty. 


Many women are running 
dread ful risks 


You doubtless know certain wo- 
men who are using poisonous anti- 
septics for purposes of feminine 
hygiene. You have seen the deadly 
skull-and-crossbones on the bottles 
in their medicine cabinets—bottles 
of carbolic acid compounds put 
out under various names but easily 
distinguishable by the tell-tale 
carbolic odor. 

These women mean well. Prob- 
ably their physicians have recom- 
mended feminine hygiene as a 
wholesome, healthful practice. So 
they can hardly be blamed for their 
effort to achieve a hygienic and 
surgical cleanliness. But the ad- 
vantages are more than offset by 
the terrible risks that foilow the 
use of poisonous antiseptics like 
bichloride of mercury and the 
cempounds of carbolic acid. 


Delicate tissues lose 
sensitiveness under the 


dau shter 
hygien 


caustic action of such 


oisons. After that 

often sets in and in some 
cases an area of scar-tissue forms. 
It might be well for you to ask 
your own physician for confirma- 
tion of these statements. 

“But is there no harmless anti- 
septic for this purpose?’’ you may 
well ask. Until recently the an- 
swer would have been “‘No’’, but 
that is the case no longer, now 
that Zonite has been discovered. 


Zonite—harmless to people 
but fatal to germs 

To the non-medical person it 
seems incredible that there can be 
an antiseptic so powerful as Zonite 
and yet so safe and harmless for 
human beings. The thought of a 
genuine germicide has always been 
associated with a bottle on the 
shelf, carefully guarded from the 
children in the Rinne who could 
not read the word “‘poison’’ on 
the label. A bottle which even 
grown-ups could easily pick up in 
the dark by mistake. 
But Zonite is different. It is abso- 
lutely non-poisonous. It cam actu- 

ally be held in the mouth with- 


out harm. Yet it is far more power 
ful than any dilution of carpolic 
acid that can be used on the body. 


Send for this FREE booklet 
and get full information 


No subject is more vital to the 
health and happiness of women 
than this question of feminine 
hygiene — especially to married 
women. Zonite has spread over 
the country with unheard-of ra- 
pidity. Even in the smallest towns, 
you will find the druggist has 
Zonite. But if you want further 
information, send now for the free 
booklet, ‘““‘The Newer Knowledge 
of Feminine Hygiene’’. It is con- 
cise and frank, as such scientific 
writings should be. Get a copy 
for yourself. Get one for other 
women of your circle. Cut out the 
coupon below and drop it in the 
mail box tonight. Zonite Products 
Company, 250 Park Avenue, New 
York, N. Y. 


ZONITE PRODUCTS COMPANY 12K 
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


| or booklets checked below. 


(CD Feminine Hygiene 
C) Use of Antiseptics in the Home 


Please send me free copy of the Zonite booklet 


(In Canada: 165 Dufferin St., Toronto) 


\ 
| \ 
&? >. 
ws 


VOLUME 82 
NO. 2 


Stories from Life 


The Best True-Life Serials 


Crucible of Youth . . . . . 18 
A Revelation of High School Life Today 


A Wife's Story of Tangled Love in Marriage 


Flame of the Desert . An American Girl’s Adventure in the Land of Sheiks . 66 


The Best True-Life Stories 


A Great Comeback and a Greater Love 


I'll Show Her 


Is Success Worth More than Happiness? 


The Man in the Mackinaw. . . 38 
This “Gold Digger’ Went to Alaska 


32 


The Unexpected Romance of a Country Mouse 

A Kiss fora Touchdown . . . 62 
She Played Football with a Man’s Heart 


For the Love ofa Dog . . . . 72 
A Man’s Faith in a Woman Who Doubted 


The Best True-Life Features 


My Battle with Bootleg Booze. . 24 
From One Good Fellow To All Good Fellows 


Don’t Marry the Man You Love . 30 
By Dr. Louis E. Bisch 

I Get a Dollar a Loaf for My Bread 36 
By Fannie 0. Marquis 


Find Your Success in the Stars . 42 
By Belle Bart, Astrologer 


The Puppy Love I Never Outgrew 49 
O. O. MeIntyre’s Best True Story This Month 
You Never Can Do It Again . . 54 

By Alec Waugh 


A Wonder Child Grows Up 
By Winifred Sackville Stoner, IT 


By Elsie Robinson 
What to Know About Etiquette 
By Martha Madison 
This Funny World . . .. . 
By Aleck Smart 
Screen & Stage Pictorial 45-48:77-80 
A Gallery of Beauty & Fun from the Films 


True Stories Told in Letters from Our Readers 


Cover Design Painted by Henry Clive 


The Thrilling Experiences of a Girl 


Alone 
in a Great City 


The contents of this magazine are covered by copyright and may not be republished without permission. Published monsnty, by the Magus Magazine Corsagetion, at 119 
.¥Y.08S A B 4 ight 1927, by 


West 40th Street, New York, N. 


Magus Magazine Corporation, 25 cents a copy; subscription price, United States and possessions. $3.00 a year; Canada, $3.50; Foreign $4.00 
payable in advance. We cannot begin subscriptions with back numbers. Unless otherwise directed 
your renewal please give us four weeks’ notice. When changing an address, give the old 
Entered a3 second-class matter, March 27, 1900, at the Post Office, New York, under the act of March 3, 1879. Ad 


. E. Berutn, President and Treasurer; JonN Brennan, Vice-President; RB. 


ONAGHAN, Secretary. Copyrig' 
All subscriptions are 


we begin ail subseriptions with the current issue. When sending in 


address as well as the new five weeks for the first to 
t 


onal entry at the Post Office, Ch , Tino! 


| 
| 
| 
Next | 
Month 


your score shows. 
career. 


ERE is your opportunity 

to find out how much ar- 
tistic talent you have. A simple, scien- 
tifically prepared questionnaire tests your 
natural sense of design, proportion, color, perspec- 
tive, etc., indicating whether it will be worth while to develop 
your ability todraw. You will be frankly informed as to what 
This analysis may show you the way to a bigger future—a real 


Federal Students are Successful 


Many Federal School students are making $3,500, 
$4,000, $5,000, and $6,000 yearly. 
School is recognized everywhere by employers of 


artists, and by 


The Federal 


buyers of art work. Big prices 


are paid for drawings and designs for adver- 
tising. They are a necessity in modern business. 


These are typical letters from many hundreds in our files: 


“Never Less than $70.00 a Week— 
Sometimes $300"’ 


Mr. M. O. H. wrote us: “The Federal methods 
have certainly taken a high place in my estima- 
tion. The Course has been very interesting as well 
as understandable. I completed six of the twelve 
lessons speedily, but was soon crowded with 
work which has paid for the Course time and time 
again. 


“I am now doing nothing but commercial_art 
and making as high as $300 a week—never less 
than $70.00.” 


This Girl is Independent 
Florinda E. Kiester writes us: 

“Besides the good training I have received from 
the course when I took it, you people have 
always given me such wonderful help in my work 
that I shall be proud to be able to say I am a grad- 
uate of the Federal School.” 


$10,000 a Year in His Own Studios 


Read what Mr. Edwin McTeer says: 

“I was not very talented when I entered this 
training with you people as you certainly know, 
and I had not even had high school training and 

know any one with a love for the work can 
accomplish even more than I if they will just 


Learn Commercial Art at Home 


If you like to draw, an almost sure indication of talent, the Federal Course will soon place you in 
a position to earn a handsome income. Some students earn more than the cost of the course while 


studying. Many nationally known artists have contributed exclusive, 
illustrated lessons to the Federal Course, which has been prepared 
to train the Student in the guickest possible time. No previous train- 
ing is needed. You will receive personal, individual criticism on 


your work. 


Just fill out and mail the coupon, stating age and occupation. 
There is no cost or obligation to you. 


“YOUR FUTURE,” explaining the Course and showing 


work of Federal Students. 


Send TODAY for 
Your Questionnaire! 


We will also send book 


let you people, the Federal Schools, help them. 
“I suppose you remember I opened my own 
independent commercial art stud:c and to make 
a long story short my earnings are now at the 


rate of over $10,000.00 a year.” 
$3,800 a Year and Just Started 
A letter from Mr. Lloyd Shirley: 
“I feel as though my old days of drudgery were 
a bad dream. Now I am earning $3,800 a year 
and I have just started. This commercial drawing 
is work I love to do. If it had not been for the 


portunity of studying art in my spare time and the kindly interest of ghe 

Federal faculty, I would never have gotten out of the rut 

practical, thorough short course I took with the Federal School made my 
” 


success possible. 


1680 Federal Schools Bldg., Minneapolis, Minn. 
Send me your analysis questionnaire without cost or obligation. 


Present 
Occupation... 


(Write your address plainly in margin.) 
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HO says eavesdroppers never 

hear anything good about them- 
selves? Just the other day SMART SET’S 
own private eavesdropper went into a res- 
taurant near his office for a hurried lunch. 
Two attractive girls, who called each other 
Ruth and Jean, sat opposite him. When 
he caught the words, “I wish it wasn’t 
a whole month between SMART SETS” he 
listened in. Well, wouldn’t you? And 


this is what he heard:— 


Ruth: So do I. I just can’t wait to 
find out what happens to Paul Ben- 
ton in the city. Say, Jean do you 
suppose he turns out to be an artist 
or does he go girl crazy? That 
Crucible of Youth is some story! 


Jean: Ic is, but Ruth, aren't you just 
as crazy to find out about that 
“Hush Money” mix up? Here's 
Jimmy out in California with a 
fractured skull and Bert as unsus- 
picious as ever. I wonder if all 
husbands are like that? 


Ruth: You never can tell till you try 
‘em out. 


Jean: | see there’s going to be an ar- 
ticle in November Smart Set about 
a man whose wife made him liberal 
minded. 


Ruth: I'd like to know how she did 
it so I can try it on Tom before I 
marry him because liberal minded 
is just what he’s not. I think I'll 


write... 


ean: ... know. To Martha Madison. 
Oh, Ruthyou’retoo serious minded. 


I never read the serious stuff. I like 
the stories best. 


Ruth: Love stories? 


Jean: Yes, if they are exciting enough! 
There are two stories announced 
for the November issue that I'll 
read before I even look at any- 
thing else. 


Ruth; 1 bet one of them is this story 
about a man who thought he 
could judge peo le because he 
knew thoroughbred horses. I won- 
der if he really could. 


Jean: We'll find that out when we 
get the November issue, but there'll 
be one even more thrilling than 
that, about a cattle rustler on the 
Mexican Border. Can you imagine 
being loved by a real outlaw? 
Wouldn't it be thrilling? 


Ruth: If you're so crazy for thrills it's a 
wonder you don’t rave over ‘Flame 
of the Desert.”” Why at the end of 
the last part that old Arab chieftain 
has Eve Marley in his power again. 


Jean: Why doesn’t Eve fall in love 
with Captain O'Neal? A girl that 


can't love a real hero like that makes 
me tired. 


Ruth: Well, you can't please everybody. 


Jean: No, but Smart Set comes pretty 
close to it. There’s serious stuff for 
you like this story that’s coming 
in November about a girl who 
wouldn't be licked by Fate and who 
teaches dancing even though she 
can’t get out of a wheel chair, and 
there'll be more thrills for me in 
the same issue. 


Ruth: Well, “Alone in a Great City” 
might sound exciting to you but 
I've lived here all my life and I've 
never... 


Jean: You wouldn’t see the dangers 
of being alone in a great city. Some 
one would be sure to take care of 
you. But wouldn’t I like to try ie. 
I'll bet that’s going tobe some story. 
Doesn't it sound exciting? 


Ruth; Sure does, but say, we'd better 
quit talking and eat. It’s ten min- 
utes of one and we can’t stay out 
all day. I got so interested in No- 
vember Smart Set I forgot the @me. 


So did SMART SET’S Listener-in. Do you blame him? He told everyone in the office about it and the editor 
is all set to give the November issue an extra special polish, so Ruth and Jean and all you other people who 
just can’t wait for it will be enthusiastic when you get it in your hands September 30th. 


He's putting in three more good love stories: one of them is “The Love Fight” which is a Hollywood story 
as full of pep as its title indicates; and “Lady Luck’ which will introduce to you one of the cleverest kids who 
ever made a man do what she wanted him to do and like it; besides, a love story called ““What Every Woman 
Fears." Do you know what that is? Well, you can find out in November SMART SET. 


No, that’s not all but we'll keep the rest for a surprise when you get your copy. We just thought we'd let 
you in on this so you'd know why the November issue is so good—the editor is so pleased it’s bound to 


show up in the magazine. 


Let’s make a date now at the newsstand for September 30th. 
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Amazingly Easy Way 
into ELECTRICITY 


Don’t spend your life waiting for $5 raises in a dull, hopeless job. Now 
... and forever . . . say good-bye to 25 and 35 dollars a week. Let 
me show you how to qualify for jobs leading to salaries of $50, $60 
and up, a week, in Electricity—NOT by correspondence, but by an 
amazing way to teach, that makes you an electrical expert in 90 days! 
Getting into Electricity is far easier than you imagine! 


Learn Without Lessons 


ACK of experience—age, 
or advanced education 
bars no one. I don’t care 

if you don’t know an arma- 
ture from an air brake—I 
don’t expect you to! I don’t 
care if you’re 16 years old or 
48— it makes no difference! 
Don’t let lack of money stop 
you. Most of the men at 
Coyne have no more money 
than you have. 


Railroad Fare 
Allowed 


I will allow your railroad 
fare to Chicago, and if you 
should need part-time’work 
I'll assist you to it. Then, in 
12 brief weeks, in the great 
roaring shops of Coyne, I 
train you as you never 
dreamed you could be trained 
...0n the greatest outlay of 
electrical apparatus ever as- 
sembled .. . costing hundreds 
of thousands of dollars .. . 


real dynamos, engines, power plants, 
autos, switchboards, transmitting 
stations . . . everything from door- This isogrnew. freproof, 
bells to farm power and lighting .. . 
full-sized . . . in full operation every trical eg ER 


day! 


No books, no baffling charts . . . all 


COYN 


Prepare For Jobs 
Like These 


Here are a few of hundreds 
of tions open to Coyne- 
trained men. Our free 
Sa bureau gives you 

fetime employment service. 
Armature Expert 


3100 a Week 
Substation Operator 
$65 a Week 
Auto Electrician $110 a Week 
Inventor - = Unlimited 
Maintenance ineer 
150 a Week 
Service Station Owner 


$200 a Week 
Radio Expert - $100 a Week 


mt of floor 
devoted to the ex- 
— clusive teaching of prac- 
No Books—No Printed 


Now In Our 
New Home 


real actual work . . . build- 
ing real batteries . . . wind- 
ing real armatures, operati 
real motors, dynamos an 
generators, wiring houses, 
etc., etc. That’s.a glimpse 
of how we make you a mas- 
ter practical electrician in 
90 days, teaching you far 
more than the average 
ordinary electrician ever 
knows and fitting you to 
step into jobs leading to 
big pay immediately after 
graduation. Here, in this 
world-famous Parent school 
—and nowhere else in the 
world—can you get such 
training! 


Jobs, Pay, Future 


Don’t worry about a job, 
Coyne training settles the 
job question for life. De- 
mand for Coyne men often 


H. C. LEWIS, President, Dept. 77-84 
500 S. Paulina St., Chicago Established 1899 


training. 
ELECTRICAL SCHOOL | 

5 


5 


exceeds the supply. Our employment 
bureau gives you lifetime service. Two 
weeks after graduation, Clyde F. Hart got 
a position as electrician with the Great 
Western Railroad at over $100 a week. 
That’s not unusual. We can point to Coyne 
men making up to $600 a month. $60 a 
week is only the beginning of your oppor- 
tunity. You can go into radio, battery or 
automotive electrical business for yourself 
and make up to $15,000 a year. 


Get the Facts 


Coyne is your one great chance to get into elec- 
tricity. Every obstacle is removed. This school is 28 
years old—Coyne training is tested—proven beyond 
all doubt—endorsed by many large electrical con- 
cerns. You can find out everything absolutely free. 
Simply mail the coupon and let me send you the big, 
free Coyne book of 150 photographs. . . facts... 
jobs ... salaries . . . opportunities. Tells you how 
many earn expenses while training and how we assist 
our graduates in the field. This does not obligate you. 
So act at once. Just mail coupon. 


Get this 
FREE 


details of Railroad Fare to Chicago, Free Employment 
Service, Radio and Automotive Courses, and how | can 
“earn while I understand red 
by any salesm: 


I will not be bothe 
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A New Novel by 


E.M. HULL 


Who Wrote 


SHEIK” 


Also Three Other 
Splendid Novels 


THRILLING novel of love in the circus world oe ng 
amid savage beasts and more savage men. The eed. 
story of a man who wielded a strange power and of Ihe Stripes of the Tiger 
the woman who loved and feared him—a stirring tale = eS oe 
of courage and cowardice, honor and treachery, in The Mad Carews 
a world where the day’s work is danger! By MARTHA OSTENSO ! 


These Features — And Eleven Unusual Short Stories 


I Believe in Companionate Women Are Wiser Rich Man’s Game 
Marriage for My Daughter By FRANK R. ADAMS By ADELA ROGERS ST. JOHNS 
By ADELAIDE HUMPHRIES 
Butterfly Goes Home Love in Provence 
What Is Love? By MAURINE WATKINS By W. J. LOCKE 
By WILL DURANT 
: — Wild as a Hawk Silk Stockings 
eee By ERNEST POOLE By ARTHUR SOMERS ROCHE 
y ME 
Why Do People Fall Out with An Episode at Pintail Lake One of Those Women 
Each Other? By IRVIN S COBB By W. SOMERSET MAUGHAM 
By GEORGE A. DORSEY : 
A Girl on a Barge H.R. #. 
The Day after Tomorrow , By RUPERT HUGHES By ROBERT HICHENS 


By SIR PHILIP GIBBS 


Ege They Didn’t Believe in Marriage 
Their Fiftieth Anniversary By ROYAL BROWN 
By CHARLES DANA GIBSON 


International 


Out September oth 
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“Yes, lm Engaged” 


amazed. She never had 
been popular—in fact the 
boys had “passed her up” 
until her friends had her 
slated for an “old maid” 
—and now she had landed 
the big catch of the 
season. Of course they 
) | wanted to know all about 
) it. “You know I’m not 
| beautiful,” she continued, 
“and I always seemed to lack that ‘something’ 
which appealed to men—personality, I guess you 
would call it. But here’s the secret. I sent 
for a book called ‘Fascinating Womanhood’ 
which opened up a new world to me I 
learned the psychology of the male mind as 
it reacts toward a girl. The rest was easy. 
You know the man I’ve been crazy about. It is 
simply amazing how soon his _ indifference 
changed to keen interest and then quickly into 
ardent love. I never could have won him with- 
eut the helpful knowledge I gained from this 
marvelous book. It is wonderful and any young 
woman, single or married, can read it with great 
interest and profit.” Cut out this ad; write 
your name and address on the margin and mail 
to us with 10 cents and a little booklet entitled 
“Secrets of Fascinating Womanhood,” giving an 
interesting synopsis of the revelations disclosed 
in “Fascinating Womanhood,” will be sent post- 
paid. No embarrassment—the plain wrapper 
keeps your secret. Send your dime today. 


THE PSYCHOLOGY PRESS 
3906 Easton Ave., St. Louis, Mo. Dept.71 K 


SELL 


Children’s Play Clothes 
ia is the easiest, most nt way to make 
ig Money epee or tull time, NO EX- 
PERIENCE ECESSARY. Simply show 
ur Beautifu Princess’’ Garments—and re- 
ceive your proms ts advance. B. P. 
tL James averages $18.00 every day dur- 
ingber Spare Time — you can do just as well, 


LATEST STYLES AT FACTORY PRICES 
Our Fine Selling Portfolio ie FREE to you tt 
youact quick. Territory rights are going 
fast; so write today for Exclusive Agency. 


ROBERTS - FRANK & CO. 
30S W. Adams St. Dept. 6510, Chicago 


Your Personal 
ppearance 


is now more than ever the key- 
note of success, both in social 
and business life. Improve your 
personal appearance by using 
the new patent “‘Lim-Straitner,” 
Model 18. Corrects now Bow 
and Knock-kneed legs safely, 
y and permanently, at 

No costly operation or 


personal appearance 100 per cent. Write today for copy- 
righted Phys iological and Anatomical book and experi- 
enee of others without obligation. Enclose a dime for 


TRILETY, SPECIALIST Dept. 1545L, Binghamton, N. “| 


Amazing new method teaches men or women to 
earn after first lesson. OLL PAINT photos at home 
---portraits, landscapes or art subjects. Earn $18 


to $100 an 
OUTFIT. Graduates furnished employment. 
now for free illustrated book. 
PICTORIAL ART STUDIOS, INC. 
Dept. C-S, 2926 Broadway Chicago, Ill. 


reaweek. FREE OIL PAINT 
Send 


BANJO UKE 


Become popular. 
Play the latest song hits. 
Wonderful professional in- 
strument. You can have this 
one with maple finish and good 
quality strings for only T. 
Regular $6.00 retail value. Complete 
instructions free showing you how to 
Play in 5 minutes. Order now and pay 
postman $1.97 plus postage. 


Wineholt Studios, Box 10, Woodbine, Penna. 


Her girl friends were | 


Seer - 


to prove you can learnat homein spare time! 


We have invented a new, simplified way to teach Drafting—the first real improvement 


in Drafting home-instruction in history. 
will make this We want you to see it, try it—without one 
. — of cost or obligation. We want to 

th e show you how we get away from the copy- 

contract wi you: ing methods used in the past. See how we 
make you think, solve problems, do actual 
drafting room jobs from the first lesson! 


Draftsmen WANTED! 


70,000 fine jobs advertised this year, many 
at $60 to $125 a week. Get ready to fill 
one. Get out of the rut. Make something 
of yourself. Plan your future in Drafting. 
Even if you have only common schooling, 
even if you know nothing of Drafting, we 
guarantee to make you a real Draftsman 
or to refund your money! Special surprise 
offer right now to the first 500 men who 
The American School, a million dollar No- answer this ad—reduced price, easy terms, 
Profit Educational Institution now offers Coupon brings complete information, 
men a double service—training for a spe- 
cific job, then finding the job. For one A new, rapid, simplified way 
small price, on terms of only $5 a month, : 7 — 
you’ are now assured of definite benefits, This new “Job-Method” gives you actual 
drafting-room jobs in a new one-step-at-a- 


both in position and salary. - 7 - 
time way. With pictures which you can un- 


When you enroll for our home-training in Drait- 

ing, we agree to give you: 

1. Complete Drafting training, by the new Prac- 
tice- Method. 

2. Professional Drafting Outfit, as illustrated. 

3. We will help you get a good Drafting position 
at a substantial increase in pay. 

4, Or we'll refund every cent of your money. 


4S 


Coupon brings complete derstand almost without reading the “les- 

details of this —— one is why American School- 

ained Draftsmen can qualify for a good 
sensational offer. f job at big pay when they graduate, 


The big money in Drafting goes to men who specialize 
in Machine Design, or Electrical Drafting, or Architec- 
tural Drafting, or Structural, or Automotive. It isn’t 
enough merely to ‘know general Drafting practice. You 
must know how to calculate and design and plan original work. 
You need many Engineering subjects to fill the kind of a Drafting 


ition that 60 to 
week. The Amer- COUPON 
Brings 3 Lessons Free 


ican School now in- 
cludes this special- 
Get them. Test your own ability 
to learn Drafting and get ready 
for a fine job and big pay. Cou- 
pon also brings surprise offer, and 
complete information about your 
opportunities for success in Draft- 
ing. MAIL IT TODAY! 


5 HIGHWAYS TO SUCCESS! 


Professional 


Free to Students . Outfit Given 


THE AMERICAN] Fine, imported in- 
and Graduates: now oliers| help. you 
its students and graduates, without cost, the and quickly, These oe Se Sane 
services of an efficient Employment Depart 


ment which keeps in touch with the employ- 
We have placed hundreds of men in goo ere 
Drafting positions. We made this train- charge to formation, bac 
ing so complete, so practical, so easy to mas- studen 8 marantee, etc., to Prov 
ter, that our students are bound to make gan Eesome 
good. And, so, because the demand for real Draftsmen continues to ex-@ 
ceed the supply and because this training actually prepares men for good 
Drafting positions, we back it with a Free Employment Service, free to 
employers, students, graduates. 


Chief Drafting Engineer 
American School ii: sate 
7 


eluding board, table, 
triangles, T-square, 
ink,protractor,etc, 


Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago 


Rush 3 Free Drafting Lessons, 
surprise offer, complete in- 
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without Experience 


very first day? 


grade, clean-cut 


by Edgar 


in a single afternoon. 
weeks in spare time. 


OU can immediately make $50 to $60 a week, in a 

most interesting way. I don’t care how old you are, 
nor what your schooling and experience have been—I 
say you can clear from $10 to $20—even $25 a day. And I want 
to prove it. Will you let me show you how, without paying for 
any course of training, you can begin to make this big om | the 
You don't have to risk a cent of capital. [ 
need 250 men and women at once. I will offer them a highs 
proposition—the most amazing offer they ever 
listened to. If you are dissatisfied with your present work—if 
you must make more money—write to me at once, 


You Can Make Big Money Too 


You will be given identically the same offer that was accepted 
Morris, Ohio, who made $210 in his first two 
L. C. Van Allen, Ill., averages better than $100 a week. Mrs. 
B. L. Hodges, N. Y., makes $18. to $20 a day. Thos. Chiasson, Mass., 
cleared $33.20 in 10 hours. Mrs. G 
Ralph Mosher, N. Y., made $100 the first two 
Henry Albers, Ohio, cleared $47 in one day. 
H. C. Hanson, N. D., makes $75 a week in spare time. 


Michelsen, Nebr., earned $16 


Here’s My Amazing Money-Making Plan 


We are the originators and manufacturers of 
ZANOL Quality-First Products. You have 
heard of these products before. They have 
been advertised in The Saturday Evening Post, 
Ladies’ Home Journal, Woman's Home Com- 
panion, McCall's and other leading magazines. 
The American Products Company is one of 
the largest businesses of its kind in the coun- 
try. We have hundreds of thousands of cus- 
tomers located in every city, county and com: 
munity in the United States. 


Your Opportunity 


In each community we appoint a reliable man 
or woman to represent us and take care of our 
local business. you become the ZANOL 
Representative, you will be given all the 
profit that comes from your territory. You 
may devote either full time or spare time. We 
will tell you in detail exactly what to do. We 
will help you in every way to make big money. 
You'll be given the same opportunity that has 
enabled Frank Brown, N. D., to make $27 in 
one day; Eugene Ducat, Ill., to make $45 the 
first two days; Mrs. K. R. Roof, S. C., to 
clear $50 the first week in her spare hours. 
I will give you every chance to duplicate this 
big money—perhaps you can make more, 


No Capital Or 
Experience Needed 


ZANOL business has grown by leaps and 
bounds. It has doubled in two years. You 
won't believe what a remarkable opportunity 
this is, nor what big money you can easily 
make, until the profits begin to roll in. You 
ositively don’t need any experience to be s 
ig success. You won't be obliged to risk a 
cent of capital. We will furnish you with the 
necessary equipment free. 


We want you to make big money and we 
help you in every way to do so. We also 
offer to provide a new Hudson Super-Six 
Coach without any expense to you what- 
ever. The car is given to you free of any 
restrictions and becomes your personal, 
permanent property. Just mai! the coupon 
for complete details of our new plan, show- 
ing how you can make $50 to $60 a week 
and also how you can get this handsome 
closed car FREE. 


All we ask you to do is to introduce yourself 
as the ZANOL Representative in your locality. 
The work is interesting, healthful and excep- 
tionally profitable. You will be amazed to find 
how quickly you can make $50 to $60 a week. 
It is so simple to get started that you will be 
astonished. Send no money. Just fill out and 
return the coupon below and I will send you 
full details of this amazing opportunity. Let 
me show you how you can make $50 to $60 a 
week—or $5 to $8 a day in spare time. You 
don’t have to agree to pay anything or do any< 
thing. I will quickly show you how you can 
have a pleasant, permanent, honorable and 
fascinating business that should bring you big- 
ger earnings than you ever thought possible. 


Send Coupon For Details 
Of This Remarkable Offer 


This is your big chance to get ahead. It is the 
opportunity you have been waiting for. It 
should mean thousands of dollars to you. And 
you are not called upon to risk a penny. You 
have everything to gain and nothing to lose. 
So send the coupon immediately Don't wait 
until someone else gets in ahead of you. Make 
up your mind now that you are going to get 
your share of the two million dollars which 
ZANOL Representatives ere sure to make this 
year. Don't hesitate. Don't delay. Com- 
plete details telling how you can make BIG 
MONEY will be sent free. In addition to 
large cash profits I offer you a brand-new, 
luxurious Hudson Super-Six Coach—to be- 
come your personal, permanent property. Fill 
out and return the coupon NOW! 


THE AMERICAN PRODU: co. 


President and General Manager 
7547 Monmouth Ave. Cincinnat!, Ohio 


Mail This NOW 


Albert Mills, Pres., American Products Co. 
547 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio. 
I want to know how I can make $50 to $60 

a week as the ZANOL Representative in 

my locality. Send me all the facts about 

your money-making proposition, without 

cost or obligation. 


WOM. 
©A.P.Co. (Please Print or Write Plainly) § 


Can a Married Woman 
Hold Two Jobs? 


PRIZE WINNERS 


Opinions differ, but the “No’s” have it. 

The good old slogan, “A woman’s place is 
in the home,” still goes strong with a great 
many who entered Smart Ser’s contest in 
connection with the article “Do You Sup- 
port Your Husband?” 

The letters were almost without exception 
of a very high standard. This may have 
been due, in part, to the intense interest 
taken in the discussion by the writers. In 
many cases they told of their own disap- 
pointing efforts to run a home and hold a 
job. Some of them succeeded, but none of 


Smart Set Prize Winners 
on “Can a Wife Hold 
Two Jobs?” 


First Prize 
Mrs. A. A. Courie, Eufaula, 
Second Prize 
Hazel M. Conradi, Union 
City, Tenn. 
Third Prize 
|| Mrs. Emma C. Bellis, Heights- 
| town, N. J. 


Eight $1 Prizes 
Georgia M. Eberling, Pueblo, 
Colo. 
Mrs. E. P. Norman, Nevada, 
Mo. 
Mrs. John U. Arbour, Wor- 
cester, Mass. 
Mrs. M. A. Baker, Cooper, 
Texas 
Mrs. R. E. Hackle, Valdosta, || 
Ga. 
Marie B. Ryan, Mt. Pleasant, 
Iowa 
Mrs. Monroe Harvel, South 
Bend, Ohio 
A. H. Gerbaz, Woody Creek, 


Colo. 


them failed. Strangely enough success at- 
tended the efforts of those whose conditions 
forced them to work. On the contrary, 
when the wife worked simply to have some- 
thing to do, failure seemed almost inevit- 
able. That probably is a law of nature. 
Very likely these women were not seriously 
interested in the home-making job. As a 
result, they slighted the housework and con- 
centrated on the office. 

At the same time, it was distinctly refresh- 
ing to read of wives who, driven by neces- 
ity, took up part of their husband’s burdens 
and carried on successfully. 

There is a contest even more interesting 
for you this month. On page 44 you are 
asked to write on the question, “Will You 
Marry the One You Love?” Read Dr. 


Louis E. Bisch’s article, page 24, “Don't 
Marry the Man You Love,” and then enter 
this contest. There are additional contests 
for you on page 82. 
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regular factory cost! 


New, brand new... . this 3-piece Velour 
Bed Davenport Suite of costly design below 
An astounding offer! 
And with it we give you, at no extra charge, 
this stunning floor lamp of very latest style. 


Days FREETrial 


Floor 
Lamp 
With 
Order 
Gorgeous 
lamp stands 
A 63 in. high. 
Pedestal 
finished in 
dullantique 
gold and 
gold stippling 
(hammered 
effect) with 
ebony black 
bands. The 6 
panel oval 
shade is lus- 
trous shirred 
blue georg- 
ette over rose 
sateen. Regu- 
lar $15 value. 


Never has the good, old-fashioned American dollar bought so 
much in fine furniture. This suite alone would cost you $90 any- 
where else, and the te Lagann we can offer you this suite actually 
below factory cost is because we took over the entire output of 
a manufacturer in urgent need of cash. Our good fortune is your 
good fortune. You know the increasing popularity of velour liv- 
ing room furniture—everyone demands velour suites nowadays. 
This one is not only an exquisitely beautiful svite for the living 


davenport, which is concealed and out of way when not in use. ' 
A living room and bedroom suite combined. Just like having 
another room—a spare bed room for unexpected guests. 
You can actually own this suite and the lamp, have them 
right in your own home, in use, in no time—just send $1 with 
order today. And better still: you can have them on 30 days 
FREE trial. You are sole judge of the value. If you do not be- 
lieve this the greatest bargain ever, return suite and lamp and 


Construction of this suite throughout is 
especially sturdy. Strongly made, attrac- 
tive frames are of selected and seasoned 
hardwood, finely finished in rich brown 
mahogany. Covering is an excellent grade 
of figured velour in a beautiful blue and 
taupe pattern that will harmonize with 
any furnishings. Suite is upholstered 
throughout with an abundance of finest, 
sanitary materials, overlaid with pure cot- 
ton batts. Strong, helical coil springs, in 
the seat of each piece, prevent sagging 
and add to the comfort. Davenport has 18 
springs in seat while rocker and arm chair 
have 9 each. All in all, this suite is built 
to last many years. 

The davenport opens with a single easy 
motion intoa restful, full-size bed for two 
people. You do not sleep on the upholstery, 
the bed compartment has its own link fab- 
ric spring. During the day bedding is out 
of sight—concealed in davenport interior. 


room, but a full-size comfortable double bed is embodied in the 


BUILT TO LAST FOR YEARS 


Size of bed section 72 inches by 48 inches 
open. Width of davenport overall 54 inches. 
Rocker and arm chair 28 inches wide over- 
all, height of backs from seat 20 inches. 
Just the right proportions to insure com- 
plete comfort and restfulness. 


Take a Year to Pay 


Mail the coupon with $1 today. We will send 
this 3-piece Velour Bed Davenport Suite and 
give you this artistic lamp. Use everything for 
30 days as if it were your own. Then if you are 
not convinced of their worth, return these arti- 
cles. We will refund your first payment and 
transportation charges both ways. You risk 
nothing. 

Order No. BA 4215, 3-Piece Brown 
Mahogany Suite, Blue and Taupe 
Velour covering, and Gift Lamp, Sale 
Price only $59.95. Terms $1 with order, 
$4.75 monthly. 


we will refund your $1 and transportation charges both ways. 


Send for Big FREE Book 


This book is filled from covertocover 
with household treasures—bargains al! 
of them—sold on easy payments—sent 
on 30 days’ FREE trial—every purchase 
backed by a gold bond guarantee. There 
are wonderful bargains in furniture, 
rugs, curtains, stoves and everything 
for the home. Sent to you without obli- 
gation to buy. Mail coupon today. 


§ SPEAR & CO., Dept. $-802, Pittsburgh, Pa. 


Send the Velour Rod -Davensert Suite Gift Floor Lamp without 
‘stood that, if at the end of 30. days’ trial, I will send you $4.76 month 
trial, I 

4 iy. Order No. BA 4315, Sale Price $69.45. Title remains with soa paid in tall. 
q &.F.D., 

Box No. or } dtedhcnumindtebanitteheentionégnamndindnemeimals 
Street and No. 
& your point is trom your post office fill in tine below 
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The thrilling and 
tempestuous novel 
of a girl whose 
love-road wouldn't 
run smoothly! 


cALSO— 


“For Sale: ELIZABETH” RAYNER SEELIG 


A vivid novelette of a girl on the social auction block 


ON ALL NEWSSTANDS — BUY YOUR COPY NOW! 
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All the Latest Hits to Choose From—Less Than 20c a Record 


Have you heard of the truly immense sensation caused by our new super-electrically recorded 
Records? They have a great big mellow tone, clear as crystal, which is absolutely unobtainable 
elsewhere. For example, take our superb songs Ain't She Sweet, Black Bottom in Charleston, 
Letter Edged in Black, Where Do You Worka John, Wreck of the Old 97, Little Spanish Town, Bye 
Bye Blackbird, Boy's Best Friend Is His Mother, Rudolph Valentino. We will positively guarantee 
that you have never heard records of this quality no matter what price you paid. They are literally 
miles ahead of old-style records. 

The following list contains the ‘‘Crearm’’ of our entire catalog. Every selection is a masterpiece of 
its kind. Nothing but the very best is included and we guarantee that you will not be disappointed. 
All records are in the standard ten-inch size with music on both sides and play on any phonograph. 
Send no money with your order. See coupon below for terms. All records are strictly on approval. 
Please act at once, as this is an introductory advertising price which may be discontinued shortly. 
Simply write catalog numbers of records you want on coupon below. 


*t) POPULAR AND STANDARD SONGS (Cont'd.) 
2261 Baby Face 
= J I Expect John Henry Tonight 
tty 


(| y a 4128 — Is My Wandering Boy To- 
night 
Juanita 


4135 Rovin’ Gambler 
Log Cabin In the Lane 
4141 I Wish I Was Single Again 
If You Want To Find Love 
4127 Tell Mother I’ll Be Theve 
Ben Bolt 
4090 In the Baggage Coach Ahead 
Under Some O!d Apple Tree 


4086 Floyd Collins’ Fate 
POPULAR AND STANDARD SONGS Pickwick Club Tragedy 
2331 Ain’t She Sweet 4140 Wild and Reckless Hobo 
The Bootlegger’s Daughter Shine ; 
2337 Plucky Lindbergh (Patriotic) 4119 Hand Me Down My Walking Cane 
What Good Are Tears Captain Jinks of Horse Marines 
2338 Lindy Lindbergh, How I'd Like 8104 YouCanAlwaysComeBackToMe 
to Be You (Comedy) Wishing and Waiting 
No No Positively No 4093 The Little Brown Jug 
8103 Black Bottom in Charleston You Can’t Tell Any More 
Hard Boiled Mama 4117 Where the River Shannon Flows 
4131 Wreck of the Old 97 Send Me A Rose From Ireland 
Wreck of the Titanic 4100 Gerald Chapman, What A Pity 
2256 Bye Bye Blackbird Ponzi, the Swindler 
Chinky Charleston 4124 Old Black Joe 
2329 Moonbeam Kiss Her For Me Dixie Land 
Any More At Home Like You SACRED (Songs) 


2272 Rudolph Valentino 
Little Rosewood Casket 4075 
WwW 
ae. 4057 Jesus Lover Of My Soul 
2306 In A Little Spanish Town Safe In the Arms of Jesus 
All I Want Is You Dear 4046 Nearer My God To Thee 
8101 Roll ’Em Girls The Lord Is My Shepherd 


Save It For A Rainy Day 


Church In the Wildwood 
Voice of the Chimes 


When the Roll Is 


10 Days’ Approval 


All 


1405 
8109 
1402 


1435 
1429 


POPULAR DANCES 
fox trots except where other- 
wise mark 

In A Little Spanish Town, Waltz 
You’re Kind of Girl I Can Love 
Black Bottom Slide 
Charleston Choo Choo 
Mary Lou (with vocal chorus) 
Powder Puff 
y Radio Romeo 
Kissing Kate 
Nesting Time (with vocal chorus) 
Restless Mary (with vocal chorus) 
Lonely (with vocal chorus) 
Two Girls Are Better Than One (with vocal 

chorus) ‘ 
Hello, Bluebird (with vocal chorus) 
Moon in the Heaven 
Honolulu Moon, Waltz (with vocal chorus) 
Buddies in Paris 


COMEDY 


Flanagan's Second Hand Car 

Hy and Si and the Line Fence 
Flapperjacks 

Clancy’s Wooden Wedding 
Flanagan At the Barber's 
Flanagan's Real Estate Deal 
Flanagan In A Restaurant 
Flanagan's Married Life 
Flanagan At the Vocal Teacher's 
The Arkansas Traveler 


HAWAIIAN 
Aloha Land 
Honolulu Bay 
My Old Kentucky Home 
O Sole Mio 
Aloha Oc 
Kamehameha 
Mahina Malamalama 
Kawaha 
Isle of Paradise 
ohola Marc 
Kilima Waltz 
Honolulu March , 
La Paloma 
Kawaihan 
Palakiho Blues 
One Two Three Four (with vocal effects) 
Maui Aloha 
Ua Like No-A-Like 


4132 Boy’s Best Friend is His Mother Called Up Yonder TEAR OUT COUPON AND MAIL 
Sweeter Than ea — Out the Life | wuruat Music Club, Dept. SA10, 135 Dorchester Ave., Boston, Mass. 
4 ibl ississippi F You may send me on ten days’ ‘oval the te: ds listed below by 
of 4013 Holy, Holy, Holy when the ton arrive. wl pay postman 
2323 Get Away Old Man Get Away Rock of Ages records ten dave in my owe home, and a I am dieappoimed in chem w find 
Well Swan, 4091 The Old Rugged al posta te 
4116 Letter Edged In Blac’ ‘item 
She Ought To Be Home Beyond the Clouds 1 ins 
i iow to be ship only 
4123 Carry Me Back To Old Virginny 4061 Listen to Mocking 3 ER Aerie 22 , 
4142 Coal onto the Gold The Song Bird 4. 9. 2.. 
8102 Any More At Home Like You 4068 Turkey In the Important shea 
And I Don’t Mean Maybe Straw (Fiddling) of 4.. 
4125 Tenting Onthe Old CampGround Arkansas Traveler needles included in your order; recommended A 
Oh Susanna (Fiddling) for these records 
The Butcher’s Boy No. 1 (Band) 
4122 WhenI’mGone You’llSoonForget Irish JigsandReels, 
Father, Dear Father, Come Home No. 2 (Band) .. STATE... 


Il 


20 Selections 7 () 
Yj 
Records 
No 


True Stories Told in Letters from Smart Set Readers 


Real Love Ended Wrildness 


AM only eighteen and yet I am thor- 

oughly disgusted with life. I should just 
be beginning to enjoy myself, but instead of 
that I think I can never enjoy anything 
again. I started dating when I was twelve 
vears old; when I was fourteen I was 
engaged. That was broken, but the next 
year I was engaged again, but still I did not 
marry and before I was sixteen I had been 
engaged three times. 

When I was sixteen I fell madly and hope- 
lessly in love. At first I 
thought Don loved me, too, but 


to be beautiful. I have accomplished my 
purpose, but now I hate my beauty. 

I was not born beautiful—few of us are. 
Nature endowed me with a certain amount 
oi good looks, and by ceaseless effort I 
transformed it into beauty. 

Naturally my hair was of an indefinite 
blonde color. By the use of expensive prep- 
arations I made it a glistening gold. With 
patent creams I chased away my freckles, 
and by strenuous dieting reduced my natur- 


got through I could “fly around” and have 
enough good times to make up for these 
two dull years. 

But I found that I couldn’t pick up my 
life where I had dropped it. It is true that 
what is not used is lost. 

When I tried to make friends again I 
found that I had forgotten how! I had 
even forgotten how to have a good time— 
how to relax and enjoy myself. And so 
now, at eighteen, in what should be the 
happiest period of my life—I have nothing 
but beauty, a beauty which I have learned to 
curse and for which I have sacrificed every- 
thing in life that’s worth while. 
I have no friends for, I have 
lost the capacity to make them. 


1 soon found out he was merely 
playing. One whole summer 
though I was happy. I went 
on parties with Don that were 
beyond my wildest dreams. 
Then he left me—not suddenly 


—but he began to call me once M 
every two weeks and some- 


times not that often. I began 
playing around with other fel- 
lows in the desperate hope Don 
would be jealous. 

One night I went on a party 
with his best friend and that 
ended everything between Don 
and me. It killed all the love 
and trust he had ever had for 
me. He went away to school 
then and I went on even more 
parties in order to forget. But 
I couldn’t. When Don came 
home on a visit he asked me 
for a date. I gave it to him also 
but it was a failure. He knew 
too much about me and I 
couldn't trust him. He said he 
loved me but I had heard that 
so many times only to be dis- 
illusioned. We parted angry 
and he left soon after. It’s 
been two months since I’ve 
seen him and I have no hopes 
of ever seeing him again. I’ve 
only been on two parties since 
then—I’m cured of that—but 
I'll never be cured of my love 
for Don. I would sacrifice 
everything for him but he 
doesn’t really care for me. He 


come into the office. 


and loves. 


Tell The Truth About Your Life 


These are honest revelations of what goes on in 
the hearts of men and women who write to SMART Set 
as to a friend in whom they will find understanding. 


The stories told in these letters are full of the 
fierce pain and joy, the failures and the successes, 
that make the world what it is. 


On this page of “Heart Throbs” some of these 
letters are published each month. 


ANY people each month write Smart Ser, 
telling the glad or sad truth about their lives. 


Your letter can 


So long have I been self-cen- 
tered that, try as I may, I 
cannot get away from thinking 
about myself—and often I get 
so sick of myself that I want 
to end it all. 

I have even lost the power to 
love my parents! Once in a 
great while I feel a stirring of 
something like affection for 
them, but it soon disappears. 

And I am practically a dumb- 
bell, because I neglected my 
studies as well as all other out- 
side interests and events to put 
through this fanatic idea of nine. 

The only thing I hear people 

say about me now—for per- 
sonally no one has any interest 
in the cold, unresponsive per- 
son I have come to be—is, 


appear here. The story of your life would “Isn't she a beautiful girl!” 


interest all and might help many. 


For the letter that leads the page SMART Set will 
pay $10; for each other letter published, $5. 


The letters are published, practically, as they 
This gives SMART Set readers 
a chance to see exactly how, in unstudied effort, 
these men and women tell of their hopes and fears 
Won't you write a letter now to SMART 


Set out of your own experience? 


And then I feel like weeping, 
and look with envy at the plain 
but charming and lovable girl 
going down the street, chatting 
and laughing gaily and sur- 
rounded by friends. While I, 
with my beauty, go on alone, 
unloved. 

I’m beautiful but what a 
price I paid! J. C. 


Cfrather’s 
Love Ruined 


might have once but it’s too = 
late now. 

I want to get married some 
time because I want a home and children 
but I can’t get interested in men any more. 
They are so fickle and heartless—and ut- 
terly incapable of love. 

I’m too much of a coward to commit 
suicide but I can’t go on like this much 
longer. I want Don! There is only one 
thing I am sure of and that is no more 
parties! - RL. M. 


I Flate My Own 
Beauty 


VEN as a child I worshipped beauty, and 
when I was sixteen my one desire was 


ally plump figure to one of sylph-like pro- 
portions. And, believe me or not, I even 
went so far as to buy a nose shaper, to 
acquire a lovely Grecian nose. 

So engrossed was I in my looks that I 
neglected my friends; I no longer studied; 
and as all these preparations took up a 
great deal of time I was forced to stay by 
myself a great deal to attend to them. 
Gradually my friends dropped away, and I 
got the reputation of being queer. 

Of course during this “beautifying” period, 
which lasted about two years, I was per- 
fectly miserable. I did not enjoy being 
alone, and the eternal grind of applying 
creams and lotions and nose appliances and 
what not, was a terrific strain. But I con- 
soled myself with the thought that when I 


12 


My Life 


WAS an only child. Ever since I can 

remember my father allowed me to do 
as I pleased. My mother tried to raise me 
right with the result that they quarreled 
continuously and eventually separated. I 
was sixteen then and, according to the laws 
of South Dakota, I was allowed to choose 
between my parents. Even the law allowed 
me to do as.I pleased. Is it any wonder, 
then, that I chose the parent whom I knew 
would let mé have my own way? Five 
years later my mother died—of a broken 
heart. For she lived to see the only child 
she had brought into the world become a 
woman of the streets. 

That was many years ago. My father 
still lives but I do not know where he is. 
I do not care. [Continued on page 14) 
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How ‘W ould You Like to Spend an Hour With 
F you could sit beside this beautiful woman and hear from her 
own lips the strange story of her marriage to her brothers (one Pp R 

of whom she disposed of by poison which she tested on slaves) ° 


and of her life with Caesar and Mark Anthony; you would be 


delighted. Her story would be one of ambition and love. 


As the last of the Ptolomies she was the heiress of legalized license, cultured 
sensuality, refined cruelty, and century-long moral turpitude. but she had 
redeeming qualities; profligate and voluptuous as she was, she was an able 
statesman, knew many languages, had unusual literary tastes, imperious will, 
and a masculine boldness that made her one of the most remarkable women 


the world has ever produced. 


Of course you can’t hear from her own lips her story but you can 
read all the facts, gossip, and scandal known about her, and many other 
famous (and infamous) women, in the ten fascinating volumes made, 


As the N. Y. Herald 
says, by the 


“Tifflanys of Publishers” on O M 


YOUR CHANCE TO LEARN ABOUT WOMAN 

Read about the woman who was forced to drink her husband’s health 
from her father’s skull and her revenge; how the women of Weinsberg 
carried their husbands to safety on their shoulders—and why. Learn 
how Helen of Troy catised a ten years’ war—and how a Princess 
drowned herself to stop further wars over her beauty, 

FAMOUS LOVERS 

This is your chance to read about the famous lovers, Heloise and 
Abeiard ; about Margarida, who unsuspecting ate her lover’s heart; and 
how the Turkish Emperor Orkham beheaded his beautiful wife Theodora 
before his ministers who objected because she was a Christian. 

HAREMS AND SLAVES 

You enter the harem with its beautiful slaves. You meet the Aetere with 
whom the ancient Greeks found solace. You see the Inca Sun Virgins and 
the Vestal Virgins of Rome. You learn about the geisha girls of Japan. 

WOMAN—TENDER AND CRUEL 

On one hand you see Saint Rosalie and the miracle of roses or Lady 
Godiva riding naked through town to help the people. On the other the 
Russian countess who had water poured over nude girls to make frozen 
statues; the French women who sat unmoved as heads fell from the guil- 
lotine ; and Empress Irene who blinded her son—yet was made a saint. 

MANY CURIOUS STORIES 

You read the curious stories of how Princess Eleanor proved to council 
she was not a leper; how Empress Eudocia was expelled from the palace 
almost naked ; how an emperor’s sister was forced to appear in court tied 
in a bag full of cats; and how Empress Helena buried her husband 
and sons with her own hands to save their bodies from the dogs. 


Full size library volumes, 8 x 54% x 1% inches. 
THE RITTENHOUSE PRESS 
Rittenhouse Square, Philadelphia. 


Now Offered in a Special 
Low Priced Edition 
Free on Approval 


FEW OF THE STRANGE TALES 
You will weed how Emperor Theophilus chose his bride; how the 
Suliote women, facing dishonorable surrender, jumped to death. You 
will learn how two gentlemen threw dice to decide which was the father 
of a child of that beauty, Ninon de Lenclos; of how her son unsuspecting 
fell in love with her and, upon learning the truth, shot himself. 
YOU MEET FAMOUS WOMEN 
You meet Catherine the Great, Jeanne d’Arc, Madame du Barry, Em- 
press Josephine, Marie Antoinette, Nell Gwyn, Messalina, Lucrezia Borgia, 
the Queen of Sheba, Jezebel, and hundreds upon hundreds of others: 


SENSATIONAL SAVINGS TO YOU 
The $150.00 limited edition paid for the plates so we can offer you this 
edition, from the same plates, for a fraction of that price. By ordering a 
large quantity in a slack season we got the lowest cost. But people snap- 
ped them up so now only a few sets remain; soon they will be sold. 
COMPLETE SETS FREE ON APPROVAL 
We will send you the ten de luxe volumes bound in royal purple cloth 
stamped in gold. In them you will meet famous women from ancient 
Carthage, Greece, and Rome; from the harems of Turkey and the slave 
markets of Babylon, from the Far East and the South Seas. 


GOOD WOMEN AND BAD 
You will meet queens, saints, sinners, Amazons, murderers, 
martyrs, courtesans, bacchantes, and Spartans. Good wom- 
en and bad—you meet them all. Take advantage of your ~~” DELAY. 
opportunity. Don’t miss it. You get over 4000 pages g® _!MPORTANT. 
of pleasure just by signing the coupon. SP Wise readers will rap- 
SEND NO MONEY 
Enjoy these books at our expense for Ss - 
5 days. If you don’t find them en- 4 while you have it in your hand. 
THE RITTENHOUSE PRESS 
RITTENHOUSE SQUARE, PHILA. 
49” You may send me for inspection, charges 
&” paid, the 10-volume set of WOMAN, bound 
yg” in purple cloth. I will return the set in 5 "days or 
§” send you §1 as a first payment and $2 a month for 
- 11 months. Canada (duty paid) add one $2 payment. 


trancing, want them for your library, 
and think them a wonderful bar- ‘ 
gain—return them at our ex- 
se. But once seen you 
will want tokeepthem. 4 


MAIL 
THE 4 
COUPON Sy Check here if you wish the maroon Spanish leather finish 
NOW. & fabrikoid and change payments to 14 months. 8. S. 10-27 
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Write Smart Set the Story of Your Life 


Continued from page 12) 

Once, when at the height of my wild career 
and the crazy victim of cocaine, I tried to 
choke him to death—yes, tried to choke my 
own father to death. Why? Because I came 
to realize that he had cheated me oi all that 
makes life worth while He had allowed 
me to run the gauntlet of human emotions 
until I became an outcast from decent 
society and could not demand the respect 
the man I came to love 

I have paid the price many times over for 
the privileges I had in my childhood and I 
learned too late that the mother who tried 
to bring me up in the ways of the righteous 
was the one who really loved me and not 
the father who humored my every whim 

I am now in the evening of a life mis- 
spent I am wondering how different it 
might have been had I, at the age when I 
knew nothing of life, been given to my 
mother, instead of being allowed to choose 
my father I. G. M. 


ecAm the Victim of 
Bad Blood? 


AN you believe because there are crim- 

inals in a family that part of that 
family may be as fine as anyone? Even if 
they were as fine as any one, or yourself, 
would you care to marry them for fear 
your children might inherit bad blood? 

These are questions that I ask myself 
every day. I myself have come from a 
family that really has criminals in it. I 
have one of the most wonderful mothers 
that ever lived, but her health is bad and 
she always has a look of uncertainty, that 
seems to ask, “I wonder what will happen 
next ?” 

My father is honest and good. The first 
to go wrong in our family was my older 
brother, Glen. He was tall, dark, hand- 
some and brave. When he was eleven years 
old he decided to leave home. Nothing 
could be done to hold him. He ran off with 
a show, became an acrobat and was known 
all over the Middle West as “Zara, the 
human snake.” 

When he was about eighteen he was roam- 
ing around in the South and was caught in 
a gambling scrape. He was sent to a 
Southern prison farm and put to work 
under a man who whipped the convicts when 
they became unruly. 

Glen had received several whippings and 
rebellion was in his soul when they put 
him to chopping wood. He called the boss 
over and struck him in the head with the 
axe. Then he got the man’s gun and fied 
into the swamps. They trailed him with 
bloodhounds, but there was so much water 
they lost track. 

When he was twenty-five he lost his 
temper and killed a man in our home town. 
He was given a two years’ sentence in prison. 
How he got off so easy no one knows. He 
didn’t even have a hard time in prison. He 
put on shows and sent us large photographs 
of himself on his trapeze and doing various 
stunts. He seemed to be a favorite among 
the prison authorities. When he came home 
he was quiet, dignified, and handsome. 

Of course he didn’t stay home. He went 
with shows from one town to another, under 
assumed names, for he was always forging 
checks and he married often. We have 
written letters to him under a dozen differ- 


ent names and we were never surprised at 
anything he did 

When he came home to see mother, on 
short visits, I have heard him boast of hav- 
ing twenty-two wives and no divorce from 
any of them. The last time he was home 
he made his brags that the law would never 
get him. 

One night about midnight when he was 
leaving a show in which he owned a half 
interest, he was killed. 


A younger brother has been in prison 
twice and is still just a young man. He 
has only been out two weeks from his last 
trouble. Maybe he will reform, but I’m 
afraid not. I tell you it is terrible for the 
rest of the family and as I am only twenty 
years old, I ask myself the question over 
and over again, “If I were to marry, would 
that bad blood curse my children?” Do 
you believe in heredity or do weak people 
yield to environment and temptation ?—R. S. 


Wild Qats Ruined Flome 


UST a man sow his wild oats? I, a 
i married woman for the last eleven 
years am asking this question of myself. 
And if he must sow them, is it not far 
better that he do so betore he has the re- 
sponsibilities of a home on his hands? 

My husband-to-be was brilliant in his 
school work, was the foster son of childless 
parents living near our Indiana village and, 
so far as they were able to exercise their 
authority over him, he was raised under a 
moral code fully as strict as that to which 
I held. He was more or less compelled to 
attend three church services each Sunday 
and in his later high school days, I remem- 
ber that it chafed him considerably. 

Our high school career was a stormy one. 
It is still talked of among the townspeople 
who believe that our romance ended happily. 

His foster mother died just before he was 
twenty-one and we decided quickly upon 
marriage as a means of making a home for 
his foster father. It worked out beautifully 
until “father” decided, less than a year 
later, to get married again. My husband, 
trained to teach school, followed that pro- 
fession, first as principal of a junior high 
school down state, then as principal of two 
high schools in South Dakota. 

Everything was working beautifully. His 
associates were my friends. We went out 
together but never danced or played cards, 
in spite of the fact that South Dakota 
school teachers lose no caste by doing so. 

Then fate took a hand. Having plenty 
of money and nothing to do, we went to 
the Black Hills of South Dakota for the 
summer. We were entranced by that beauti- 
ful scenery in which President Coolidge has 
so recently resided. But time began to 
hang heavy until, early in July, my hus- 
band found an outlet for his education and 
training through a position as city editor 
of a small daily newspaper. It was a 
morning paper and it kept him away from 
home, always until three or four o'clock in 
the morning and sometimes all night. It 
was here that he began meeting friends 
whom I did not know. He began in a 
small way to drink. 

Then came the promotion to a larger 
paper, some four hundred miles away. 

Promotions and raises in salary followed 
each other regularly for four years until he 
became night editor of the largest morning 
paper in the state. Some more night life 
ahead, but I was proud of him and of the 
standing he had on the paper and in the 
community and I had no qualms as to his 
moral uprightness, thanks to my former 
ignorance of his work and associates, and 
to my supreme belief that I had the power 
to “hold him down.” 

I became ill, had to undergo three opera- 
tions and remain in the hospital eleven 
weeks after our twin boys were born. Dur- 
ing that time, he was a prince of a fellow 
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and for weeks at a time, he and Junior took 
care of the babies while I was pulling myself 
back to health and strength on a hospital 
cot. I believe I never loved him more than 
during that period when he was the soul of 
devotion to the babies, doing things for 
them which no maid could be trusted to do, 
while he kept up his work at the office. 


H<* FINALLY got to a place where he 
had to accept the services of a maid ii 
he was to carry on and prevent a complete 
breakdown. Maids were scarce. He adver- 
tised in his own paper for days before one 
was secured. I should have been glad that 
he had help of any kind. The maid was 
there one week before I returned home from 
the hospital. 

It was the second morning after my 
return home that doubt first strove to rout 
the complete trust I had in my husband 
and in myself as his “boss.” 

He was just leaving the house for his 
work and as he passed through the kitchen 
after having seen to ordering groceries for 
the day, he laughingly put his arm around 
the maid. She drew away but her face 
grew scarlet when she saw me standing in 
the doorway. 

In the heat of my anger, I accused him 
of loose actions but looking me straight in 
the eye he denied everything. 

Again, I thought I had succeeded in get- 
ting over a “rough spot.” 

Then it happened. A telephone call one 
night, about 11 o’clock from a woman liv- 
ing in a block near my husband's office 
The gist of the fifteen-minute conversation 
(she did the talking for I was too stunned 
to say much) was that if I would come to 
her apartment house, I would find my hus- 
band with another woman, a _ red-headed 
woman, whose husband was serving a jail 
sentence as a bootlegger. I refused to make 
a scene by going, but I called my husband 
home a few minutes later and confronted 
him with the information I had received. 

He admitted it, coolly and without hesita- 
tion, and asked quite bluntly what I wanted 
to do about it. Again I was stunned. 

Now, I sometimes think I can’t live with 
him. I have told him I don’t love him any 
more and he has declared it is mutual. But 
there are the three boys. 

I have grounds for divorce and he says 
he will not oppose such an action. But 
what of the babies? My life is wrecked but 
they have a right to a father’s love and 
care. He is willing to supply all their 
needs and mine whether he lives with them 
and me or not. But if I get a divorce, I 
would naturally go back to that little In- 
diana town where my Puritanical moral 
code stopped my husband from sowing his 
wild oats. And I am not so sure that I 
think so much of that same moral code as 
I did as a high school girl—W. G. A. 
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Can I do it?” 
“Yes! With 
Speedwriting!”’ 


[An Actual Experience} 
"Te: young lady came into the office of the head of 


the Educational Department for advice, hoping 

against hope that he could suggest some way out 
of her difficulty. 
“I have a chance to get a wonderful job! It is just what 
| have always wanted—a secretarial position with the 
head of one of our largest hospitals. But I have to start 
in two weeks—and I must have shorthand!” She looked 
at him anxiously, feeling certain that he would agree 
that no shorthand system could be learned in two weeks. 
“I don’t see how I can possibly do it,” she continued. “I used to 
write shorthand, but I’ve forgotten it, and I don’t think I could 
brush up in two weeks. All those puzzling signs and symbols have 
become a blur in my mind. It took me months to learn them in 
the first place, and now they are gone from me completely. That's 
why I was wondering whether, instead of trying to get back my 
old system, it wouldn't be better to take up Speedwriting. I have 
heard it is so simple and easy to learn.” 


Shorthand Only a Matter of Hours Now 


“Yes, you can do it with Speedwriting,” the manager replied. “I 
know of one young man who spent only fifteen hours on Speed- 
writing and then took dictation on court 
testimony at the rate of 105 words a 
minute. We have other cases equally 
remarkable. Yes, if you want that posi- 
tion you can get it. In two weeks you 
can be a Speedwriter.” 

The girl’s eyes were shining. “That's wonderful!” she exclaimed. 
“Can I start my course now?” 

“Surely,” he replied. “I'll get your lesson books together at once.” 
A few minutes later the girl left with a set of little books under 
her arm. She went home and started on the first lesson in Speed- 
writing. For two weeks she applied herself. 

A few- days before she was to start in her new position she came 
back, fairly bubbling over with happiness. 

“Well, I am ready!” she cried. “Speedwriting has won the day! 
I can take dictation easily, and faster than I'll probably ever be 
called upon to take it. I never dreamed any shorthand could be 
so simple. I have really enjoyed learning it—it is just like a 
delightful game. And I write it so naturally, without hesitation 
or nervous strain. 

“It is remarkable, too, how clear my notes are. I never have the 
slightest difficulty in reading them back. Do you know, even 
after spending years on that other shorthand system I was never 
able to transcribe my notes so accurately.” 


Thousands Now Write Shorthand This Easy Way 


The above is a true incident. It is typical of the way Speed- 
writing has helped many men and women to good positions quickly. 
All over the world Speedwriting has created sensational interest. 
Never before has a shorthand been known that could be learned 
so quickly, written so easily and accurately. Today it is being 
used not only by stenographers but by thousands in every walk 
of life. Big executives are using it personally. “It is like having 
a private secretary always at hand,” one of them said. Profes- 
sional men, clergymen, lawyers, lecturers, writers, teachers, stu- 
dents, representatives of nearly every vocation have found it 
invaluable. 


Have Two 
Learn Shorthand 
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Speedwriting is the NATURAL shorthand. It is written in the 
ordinary letters of the alphabet—the plain a-b-c’s you have been 
writing all your life. There are no puzzling signs and symbols 
to learn; no long, tedious practice is required. You started learn- 
ing Speedwriting when you learned your a-b-c’s. You write it 
just as naturally as you write longhand. You lave only to 
become familiar with a few simple principles for condensing and 
abbreviating the English language. Once you know these principles 
you can speedwrite any word. Soon you will be able to take 
dictation at the rate of 80 to 120 words per minute. 

You can use Speedwriting on the typewriter, too; at a speed of 200 

words per minute. 


Is Speedwriting TOO Easy? 
Many people find it hard to believe that 
it is possible to learn shorthand so 
quickly. But the proof is in the expe- 
rience of thousands of users. Everywhere Speedwriting is making 
good on the job. Experienced stenographers are giving up their 
former. systems for this easier, less tiring and more accurate 
shorthand. 


Learn Speedwriting Quickly at Home 
Free Book Tells How 
Whatever your occupation, you should get the facts about Speed- 
writing. See how quickly you can learn this amazing shorthand 
in spare time at home. Mail the coupon or write. The booklet 
will come to you FREE. 


BRIEF ENGLISH SYSTEMS, Inc. 
200 Madison Ave., Dept. 115 K, New York City 


Also Offices at 
1415 Royal Bank Building 
Toronto, Ontario 


FREE BOOK COUPON 


BRIEF ENGLISH SYSTEMS, INC., Dept. 115 K, 
200 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


Transport House, Smith Square 
Westminster, London, England 


Yes, you may send me the booklet of Speedwriting. No obligation on 
my part, of course. 
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This family saves $12 a year on tooth 
paste—and has whiter teeth 


to meet every requirement for healthy teeth, gums 


Now with 50 years’ experience to guide us and new 
methods of manufacture to cut costs we are able to 
produce a perfect dentifrice at a price that appeals 
to all. 

The name is Listerine Tooth Paste. Your druggist 
has it. The price is 2§c for a large tube. 

Using a tube a month, you pay $3 less per year than 
you do for costlier dentifrices that accomplish no more. 

Think of what a saving there is when there are several 
in the family. 

Listerine Tooth Paste contains sixteen ingredients 


and a sweet condition of the mouth. It whitens teeth as 
never before—with less effort and in less time because of 
a new polishing ingredient contained in no other paste. 

Because of its marvelous results and its amazin 
economy, thousands now use it in preference to older rs 
costlier dentifrices. 

Get a tube at your druggist. Note its large size. 
Try it. See how it makes teeth gleam. How good 
your mouth feels. How little polishing is necessary. 
You will be delighted. Lambert Pharmacal Co. 


LISTERINE 


TOOTH PASTE 
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his young man is eighteen years old. His name is 
Robert S. Carr. Remember that name. And re- 
member that you first saw it in SMART Set. For 
Robert S. Carr has written a book of Youth as only 
a youth who is touched with genius could have written 
it. You will see yourselves, you young people going 
to high school, as you are. You will see your sons 
and daughters, you parents, as you have never seen 
them before. Turn to the next page and begin the 
most absorbing story of Youth you have ever read 
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With Drawings 
Srom Life 
By (. R. CHICKERING 


Saturday night. Hazy spring twilight blurred the ugly 

angularity of the squat store buildings and the rows 
of muddy Fords parked head-in along Main Street. The busi- 
ness block began at the hardware store. As Paul passed by. 
one of the gray-haired loungers on the bench in front inquired 
quite audibly of no one in particular 

“Be that Arnold Benton’s boy?” 

“Looks like him. Growed up in a hurry, didn’t he?” ob- 
served another of the group. 

Paul tingled all over with a short-lived pleasure which quickly 
gave way to an acute self-consciousness. He thrust out his 
jaw, expanded his chest, and began to take longer steps for Paul 
Benton was making his first public appearance in long pants. 


Ts little corn-belt town of Westfield was enjoying 


The grubby little urchins, who spring up on Saturday nights 
like toads after a spring shower, swarmed after him, made 
sticky faces and shrilled in impish glee: 

“Paul Benton’s wearin’ long britches! Long britches!” 

Two little girls stopped and stared at him in frank amaze- 
ment. They were at that annoying stage of development 
where a girl is certainly no longer a child, yet far too young 
to begin to be interesting. Suddenly they clung to each other 
and gave way to a giggling hysteria. 

At that Paul reddened down to where the shy suggestion of an 
Adam’s apple bobbed behind the soft collar of his pale pink 
shirt. He clenched his sweaty hands in the pockets of his very 
new coat and gritted his teeth in desperation. The cool breaths 
of air fluttering up his pants’ legs lost their feeling of pleasant 
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novelty and became uncomfortable drafts. He tried keeping his 
eyes fixed on the ground, then raised them and stared loftily 
over peoples’ heads. He tried to hurry, to saunter, and struggled 
against a frantic impulse to take to his heels for home. 


E WAS rapidly nearing the pool room, where a dozen or 
so boys loafed about. They received him in studied 


silence. He smiled a little as he essayed a “ "Lo, fellows,” and 
tried to wiggle through the open door. 

“Wait a minute there, freshie!” growled Larry Hartman. 

Paul stopped. Then, with the suddenness of rifle shots from 
ambush, the “razzing” started. 

‘“Where’s the rest of the circus?” 

“Who d’ya think you are?” 


Paul shyly 
inspected 
the girl who 
wore a semiv 
transparent 
slicker on 
which was 
lettered “‘E. 
H.S.” and 
beneath 
that, done in 
colored ink, 
was abeauti- 


ful butterfly 


Beginning 


Robert oy (oarr’s 


Story 
of Fligh School 
‘Days 
As HE LIVED THEM 


‘How do they fit, freshie? Aren’t you afraid you'll trip up?” 
“Look what the cat drug in! C’mon let’s drown it!” 
“Don’t let "em razz you, Skeeter.” 

This last from Buck Donnelly, the star athlete of Westfield 
High School. He staggered Paul with a friendly, heavy- 
handed slap on the shoulder. 

But Larry Hartman, self-acknowledged sheik of the senior 
class, was inclined to be caustic. “For Pete’s sake,” he drawled 
contemptuously, “since when did you-——” 

His observations were halted by a heavy hand across his 
mouth. Buck Donnelly hauled him over backwards and held 
him struggling for a moment. 

“Lay offa the kid a little,” he said. 

Larry’s black eyes flashed angrily as he straightened his 
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tie. but he cooled down as Buck regarded him steadily ‘‘Le’s 
go in and shoot some pool.” he suggested 

Happy with the relief of having passed successfully through 
an ordeal, Paul melted in with the rest 

Pop Turner racked the pool balls and then faced the three 
hovs who stood grinding the ends of their cues into the blue 


the action drawn fromm: 
Ae any good writer 
of fiction could 
“make up” a story of 
high school life today. But 
would it ring true? Would 
it be real? Here is a story 
that shows the young 
people of today as they 
are. Crucible of Youth is 
Lire! Robert S. Carr lived 
the story he has written. 
In fact it is founded on 
the diary he kept while a 
high school student. The 
book is as new as any 
book could possibly be. It 
was begun in October, 
1926, and finished in Feb- 
ruary, 1927. Bob Carr, in 
order to get his hock copied 
and in the hands of a 
publisher, went to Chicago 
with only $100 in the 
world. He had exactly 
seven cents left when he 


heard that the book, drawn 


Robert S. Carr 
was busy pack 
ing shoes for a 
living when he 
heard SMART 
Set had taken 


from the experiences of his his story. No 
brief high school years, wonder he wears 
a broad grin 


was accepted 


chalk cubes, and held out his hand for the usual fee 

“It’s Skeeter’s funeral again,” laughed Snag Worley 

Paul plunged his hand into the unaccustomed new depths 
of his pocket. He brought out three nickels. acutely conscious 
of the fact that they were the last three nickels. Pop Turner 
took them without comment and waddled away 

Snag’s lips still wore an irritating smirk. “Losers can go 
first,” he sneered, indicating the waiting cue ball 

Paul stepped back from the table 


“J GUESS I won't play any more,” he ventured timidly 
“I'm not worth a damn tonight.” He brought the 
“damn” out feebly and with an obvious effort 
Paul had not confessed that that evening was the first time 
he had ever held a billiard cue in his hands. He had been 
awkward and confused and they had laughed at him. not 
good-naturedly, but with a rough cruelty he could not under. 
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stand. Paul had supposed that after he had proved that he 
was trying to be a regular guy, that indefinite body called 
“the gang” would accept him. He realized that he couldn't 
shoot pool worth a damn, but he guessed that when a fellow 
was over sixteen years old (two days over, to be exact) and 
wearing long pants, and in the last half of his Freshman vear 
in high school, he could learn to shoot pool mighty quick if he 
only had the chance and the money 

So Paul Benton blinked away the tiny hint of moisture 
in his eyes, put down the gagging sensation that the rank 
tobacco smoke caused him, and concentrated on learning tu 
be a regular guy 


E SLIPPED into the corner where the soft drink counter 

joined the wall. He looked as out-of-place as a friendly 
pink-nosed puppy in a pack of snarling, yapping curs. Paul 
was a slender, straight-backed boy with silky blond hair. His 
arms and legs were a bit rangy and held the prophecy of a 
tall, muscular man. The line of his 
mouth and chin were clean-cut, sensitive 

Buck Donnelly stepped up to the soft 
drink counter 

“Have a bottle of pop?” he invited 

“Sure!” 

They drank slowly, silently, their elbows 
resting on the counter. Paul carefully 
timed his gulps so that he and Buck 
thumped their empty bottles down on the 
counter simultaneously 

“Goin’ home?” inquired Buck casually 
starting for the door 

“Sure!” 

The boys’ footsteps rang loudly on the 
pavement and echoed between the blank 
fronts of the two parallel lines of low build 
ings. Gee, a fellow sure had the street to 
himself late at night! Suddenly Paul 
noticed that as they walked, Buck was 
watching him with a curious quirk of his 
lips. Paul smiled a shy, self-conscious smile 

“Say, Skeeter,” the older boy blurted out 
“what did you come in the pool room 
tonight for?” 

“Why heck, I dunno,” he stammered 

“Aw, yes you do 
I never saw vou in 
there before. What 
made you come in 
tonight ?” 

For anyone less 
than Buck Donnelly 
Paul would not have 
answered. but to 
him he said 

“Oh, I guess | 
thought it was time 
I learned to shoot 
pool and stuff like 
that. You see, I'll 
be a Soph next year, 
and I’m kinda big 
for my age, and yet 
I ain't done any 
steppin’ out so I 
thought I'd begin a 
little.” 

Buck nodded 
thoughtfully 
“That’s part of it; 
just a little of it 
The main reason is your long pants, ain’t it now? Just as if 
a couple of yards more cloth on a pair of britches could make 
a man out of a kid. And yet it does, in a lotta ways. With 
the girls, for instance. I've seen ‘em up at school lookin’ you 
over already Skeeter. You're in for it now!” 

He regarded Paul intently for a moment. 
date, Skeeter?” he asked sharply. 

“Why yes. That is, I mean I’ve took a couple of ‘em to 
parties, and stuff like that.” 


The young author of “Crucible 
of Youth” and some of his for- 
mer high school friends 


“Ever have a 


said, “why don’t you take a good 
like Roy Kane for an exam ben 
“Ho,” he jeered. 


sketched. “Paul,” the art teacher i 
Liles won't even drink r. She 
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rubby little urchins swarmed 
around Paul, made sticky faces 
and shrilled, “‘Paul Benton's wearin’ 
long britches. Long britches!” Two 
little girls clung to each other and 
gave way to giggling hysteria 


“But you never was out alone with a girl in a 
machine, parked along the road at night?” Buck 
eyed the boy almost hungrily. 

“Nope,” Paul admitted. “But listen, Buck, I’m 
startin’ my steppin’ out the minute the old man’ll 
let me have the Ford by myself. Little Snoot 
Hartman steps out. Why, Snoot even had a date 
with Gertrude Humphreys, and she——” 

“Now listen, kid,’ Buck snapped, “I wantcha 
to get this straight. I wantcha to promise me, 
Skeeter, that no matter what comes up, you won't 
ever go out in a machine alone with Gertrude 
Humphreys!” 

“Why, how come? Why not, Buck? 
Hartman says she’s——” 


Snoot 


“CNOOT HARTMAN’S a dirty little bag-chaser 

just like his brother Larry. I’m askin’ you, 
kid, to promise me you'll never take Gertrude 
Humphreys out as long as you're in high school. | 
Do you promise?” 

“Aw, gee! Yes, Buck, I promise.” 

“That's fine, kid.” Buck looked relieved. “Now 
I'm no Bible-pounder tryin’ to save guys from 
goin’ to the devil if they wanta, but at least I 
can try and keep you-—” 

The twin discs of an automobile’s headlights 
blazed up in the darkness. As their beams fell 
upon Buck the brakes screamed and the car skidded to a 
reckless halt, the back tires leaving two long black streaks on 
the red bricks of Westfield’s Main Street. 

Larry Hartman’s voice bawled drunkenly from the front 
seat, “Come on, Buck, yuh ole horse’s neck!” 

Like a sprinter at the crack of the pistol, Buck ran out into 
the street and leaped on the running-board, his hand grasping 
the handle of the car door. There was a glint of wet glass 
under the street light, a girl's high-pitched giggle, and the auto 
roared on into the night. 

Paul was nearly home. Where the sidewalk ended, some 
six inches short of the corporation line, his shoes began to 
grit on the dusty surface of the west pike. He was not quite 
out in the country proper—his was the first house, beyond 
which the real farms began. 
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_ With a quick, cautious step Paul made his way up the 
irregular flag-stone walk. His heart sank when he saw that 
his father was waiting for him at the top of the front porch 


steps. 
“Hello, Dad,” he said awkwardly, trying to dodge past him 
and into the house. 


RNOLD BENTON snorted like an irate bull calf before 
replying. That snort was the Benton family’s never-fail- 
ing stormy weather signal. 

“Good evening, huh? You mean ‘good morning’! Do you 
know what time of night it is? Well, it’s a quarter after 
twelve, that’s what it is, young man. Come on inside here. 
I want to talk to you.” 

Wearily Pau! followed him into the front hall and stood gaz- 


| | 
> 
|_| 


ing resignedly at the gaudy pattern of the stair-carpet. 

“Where you been all night?” demanded his father. 

“Down to the pool room.” 

“Pool room, huh? Since when have you started hanging 
around the pool room. Didn’t I tell you once not to let me 
catch 

Mr. Benton stopped abruptly, leaned forward and wrinkled 
his nose suspiciously. 

‘Have you been smoking?” he thundered. 
you have! Tell the truth now, have you?” 

With a reckless courage born of the new long pants Paul 
ventured, “Only just a few puffs on a cigarette Mutt Jenkins 


“By Henry, if 


gimme. Aw, Dad! Ouch! Don’t! Aw heck, Dad! Ouch!” 

Arnold Benton’s heavy hand had resoundingly descended 
twice. Paul jerked himself loose and took a quick step 
backwards. He stood straight, tense, dry-eyed, his small 
fists clenched white and his eyes narrowed to steely blue 
slits. 

Mr. Benton experienced an instant of extreme dismay as he 
realized for the first time that his son was nearly as tall as he 
was. And in that hostile, strained second, something deep- 


buried and precious was dissolved between the father and the 


son, something which left a breach that might be patched over 
in time, but never wholly healed. [Continued on page 110) 
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UW You Men Who Drink Today—cAnd All You Women— 
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Will YouRSELVES in This 


eA) maxing Revelation 


Drawing By WILL1AM WOLFSON 


| HES A FOLLY GOOD FELLOW 
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He 
Thinks 


For{[ 
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y Battle 


Written by ONE Good Fellow 
or 
eALL Good Fellows 


with 


three months’ jag that extended over some thousands of 
miles and consumed at least a dollar for each mile. This 
post-prohibition bout with the jug taught me a lesson and I’d 
like to pass it on. 
I think I can tell a story that will interest most of you, 
amuse many of you and perhaps, be beneficial to some of you. 
Don’t misunderstand me. This is no Pollyanna preachment. 
Though today I am physically and spiritually flat enough to 
be played on a victrola, I am not writing this as propaganda 
for Pussyfoot or any other Anti-Saloon League smuggie who 
thinks that what I drink is bad for his stomach. The 
Eighteenth Amendment, its enforcement, its advocates, the 
obnoxious principle behind it, is, and always will be, life’s 
most pernicious ptomaine to me. 


I HAVE just emerged and am slowly recovering from a 


traveled this and various foreign countries for a news syndi- 
cate, covering everything that might be of interest to the pub- 
lic: fires, floods, riots and revolutions. I specialized on murder 
trials and wrote, I suppose, millions of words about our most 
—e crime-dramas, from the days of Harry Thaw for- 
war 
Some years ago I turned highbrow. Since this is my first 
“confession” yarn, I must strive for accuracy even in tiny 
details. I turned highbrow chiefly because of laziness. Maga- 
zine writing, the field to which I went from the newspapers, 
gives a fellow a chance to sleep long past the reporting hour 
demanded by most dailies! 
During all the years of my wrestles with the Remington, 
both in newspaper and magazine work, I have been a moderate 
consumer of alcohol. I like the taste 


of liquor. I like its effect. I like its 


But I want to feed this story into 


the presses so that thousands of good 
fellows of both sexes may be induced 
to decide as I have done, that they 
must control their drinking and not 
continue to commit slow, and in many 
cases, rapid suicide in order to demon- 
strate contempt for an unpopular 
statute. There are much pleasanter 
ways of shuffling off, and drinking 
men and women are much too attrac- 
tive and useful to go by the booze- 
and-bootlegger route. 

David Lloyd George, that rugose 
little Welshman, tells a story that il- 
lustrates my point. During the early 
days of the war, when the burden of 
raising huge and sudden sums fell 
upon his shoulders, Lloyd George was 
explaining to a rural audience the ur- 
gent necessity of paying promptly the 
taxes levied by the government. When 
he reached the end of his speech there 


ANON Y MOUS 
Yes—But 


eo will readily understand that 
the man who makes this confes- 
sion could write with such astonishing 
frankness only because his name is 
withheld. It is enough for you to know 
that this author is today at the top 
of his profession. Do you think he 
—or any other man—can remain at 
the top, if he continues this pace? 
Don't forget, as you read this dra- 
matic story, told as vividly as fiction, 
that it has a lesson for you. But will 


influence and the soft, mel- 
lowing relaxation it affords. But for 
years my drinking was moderate and I 
was always able to take it or let it 
alone. 

I don’t mean that I have not dipped 
the beak often enough at times to get 
drunk. I have gotten drunk, gloriously, 
uproariously, stupidly, and on rare oc- 
casions even destructively drunk. But 
not until a year ago and again recently 
have I gotten so intoxicated that I was 
totally free of time, responsibility, con- 
sciousness and knowledge of my actions 
while drunk. 

In other words, in the old days I al- 
ways knew what I was doing up to the 
very moment when J went to sleep or 
some friendly soul put me to bed. But 
—once a year ago and several times 
during my recent extended jag—liquor, 
or what passes for liquor these days, 


was ominous silence. No cheers, not YOU heed it? has had such effect upon me that while 
even a good healthy hiss. Finally, a my conscious mind was dead to me, it 
red-faced son of the soil rose bash- was alive to others. And, for the first 
fully in the rear of the hall and spoke time in my life, I said things, did 
his mind concerning the matter timidly but firmly: things and lived through events of which I had not the slightest 


“Yer ’onor, I gathers we h’all of us must ruin ourselves so 
as h’our country won’t be ruined. Well, yer ‘onor, h’I for 
one won't do it. My wife and h’eight children is more im- 
portant to me h’even than good old h’England!” 

Similarly, good fellows who love and ise drinking, 
should we ruin ourselves in order that the corrupt billion 
dollar booze trust our government permits to flourish among 
us shall not be ruined? Purely from a common sense, selfish 
standpoint, I say no. 

But on to my story. 

I am a writer by trade. For more than fifteen years I 
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recollection later. 

Apparently, some obliterating force was at work within my 
brain and nervous organization. I was able to talk consecu- 
tively, move connectedly, to think and act in the view of 

ers as a normal individual and yet there was no real 
self-determined coordination between brain, tongue and mus- 
cular action. 

Let me narrate events as they occurred, or as I later learned 
they had occurred. Perhaps learned, scientific gentlemen may 
be able to explain why this modern bottled combination of 
ether and table gasoline causes a [Continued on page 126] 
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sight, and it always strikes me as funny. It’s like asking 

if you really believe Lindbergh flew across the ocean. 
Because of course when it happens, it’s just a fact, like any- 
thing else. I knew the firs night I saw Jack Stanley what had 
ha»pened to me. I fell in love with him every bit as much 
as if he had ridden up on a white steed and rescued me from 
a dragon, instead of coming into the Green Mill with another 
girl and passing me up like a drink of water. And as for 
dragons they were there all right but it wasn’t Jack that did 
the rescuing. 

I was with Nick Adams that night.. Nick’s a newspaper 
reporter and a great friend of dad’s. I’m Molly Regan, and my 
father is James Regan. Dad used to manage prize-fighters, before 
he retired. He was a great manager, too. His boys weren’t just 


Pisa: are always asking if you believe in love at first 


Srdton as Jack climbed over the ropes 
toward me, Zelda Merrick glided in 
front of him. “Hello, dearie,” she purred, 
her hand on his arm. I felt sick and scared. 
“What would Jack do?” I wondered 


ham-and-eggers. Some of them wore red, white and blue, and 
everybody in the sporting world thought a lot of dad. 

He and I were the best of pals, but after mother died dad 
didn’t have any proper way to bring me up. e traveled 
around too much, so I was educated at the convent in River- 
dale. But he had retired now, and this was my first week 
home and my first night club. I was having the time of my 
life, dancing and watching the gay crowd, and eating rich 
costly food and feeling as if now I were really going to begin 
to live. 

Then I saw him. He came in with a noisy crowd that took 
the big table near us. Some of them nodded to Nick. 

“Who's that?” I asked. 

“That’s Zelda Merrick. She dances at the Caveau.” 

“No,” I said, “the man with her, the tall black-haired one, 
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in the gray suit? See, he’s looking this way now.” 
“Oh, him?” Nick said. “That’s Jack Stanley. He’s slated 


for the coming middle-weight championship. Only don’t get 


interested there, kid; he’s signed up with Zelda. Good-looking 
boy, huh?” 
OOD-LOOKING? I should say he was. And he looked 


like a fighter. You could tell by the way he moved, even 
in his loose clothes. He had a lean brown face, thick brown 
hair and brown eyes with little gold lights in them, the kind 
of eyes that seem to see everything as a joke. 

He glanced at me for a minute when he passed me, and I 
felt a little electric tingle. I looked away, but I looked back— 
and when I did he was looking at Zelda and his eyes weren't 
laughing any more. 

I disliked that girl the minute I saw her. Those blank 
greedy black eyes, and that snaky black marcel, and powder- 
white skin. And the dress she had on! It was lip-stick red 
chiffon. It began low and ended high and didn’t last any- 
where, but it certainly looked expensive, and so did she. Her 
arm glittered with bracelets when she reached over to pick 
up her glass. I asked Nick about them, under cover of the 
music and the noise. They all seemed so different from the 
young fighter they were so friendly with. He was just a nice 
clean attractive boy and they looked like what Nick told me. 

“A flock of buzzards, Molly. They all make easy money. 
That fat guy with the big lump of ice on his finger’s Al 
Bennicker. He’s been cleanin’ up ever since he got hold of 
the kid. He’s Stan’s manager. And the thin smooth Johnny 
with the sheik haircut is Harry Austin. He’s a bookie. And 


the other fat dressy bird’s Dutch Wilson. He calls himself a 


Great Comeback of a 
Greater Love 


boy 


promoter. Say, there’s the music! Shall we dance, Molly?” 

He got up and swung me out on the floor. I saw Jack 
Stanley rise and take the lip-stick red chiffon in his arms. 
She draped herself over him and looked up at him through 
those mascaro lashes and you could just see she had him. 
I tried to talk and not notice them but something kept dragging 
my eyes around that way and every time I looked it sort of 
hurt me. Tommy Harrison, who is on Nick’s paper, joined us 
afterward and while he and Nick talked I got a chance to 
listen in on the bunch next to us. 

They were all getting very gay. Zelda poured Sianley’s 
glass full and took a long swallow out of it before she held 
it up to him. 

“Get that, Nick?” Tommy said. “I bet that’s not the first, 
either, and Jack going to fight Corney Wernell next month!” 

“He'll lick Wernell anyway.” 

“Yep, Benny’s got a sweet scrapper there,” Tommy said, 
“if he don’t break his heart sending him down the stretch.” 

“What does that mean?” I asked him. 


“+H, PUSHING him along too fast, for the money. It’s 

been scrap, scrap, scrap, for Jack, with no rest in between 
nor the right kind of training. The kid ought to be home 
hitting the hay right now.” 

Both men glanced again at the other table, where they were 
all getting up to go. 

After the hilarious party left everything seemed to go flat 
for me. I danced a few more times and then Nick took me 
home. Dad was still up, reading, when I came in, and I 
stopped to tell him about the evening. He sat puffing at his 
pipe, with the lamp light shining on his square strong face, 


27 


W 
{ — i 
i 
i 
‘Fi 
4 


the other man’s guard, but Wernell was fast too, and it was 
frightening to see the driving power behind his blows. After 
the third round I could see dull red patches above Jack’s waist 
and when he dropped in his corner, for those few moments of 
precious rest he drew in his breath in long gasps. His manager 


“Oh Jack! Oh Jack!” 

I was saying to my 

self. The referee was 
counting 


My eyes are gray like his, but my nair 
is red, no use pretending it’s auburn or anything. I used to 
hate it, but now I’ve got it shingled and under control. I some- 
times think it’s not so bad with my eyes and kind of white 
skin. Dad ruffled it while I curled beside him and talked. 


I told him about seeing Jack Stanley. : 
“He's a flashy kid,”’ said dad, “but then Al Bennicker’s his 


manager. All the same he'll put on a good scrap with Wernell. 
I've a mind to take it in myself.” 


and curly gray hair. 


AKE me, please.” 

Dad looked at me surprised. I'd never ¢ared to see 
a fight, in spite of dad being a manager. It seeined awful 
to think of men being hurt like that, but I wanted to see 
Jack Stanley fight 

I'll never forget that night when we filed down to our seats 
in the closely packed aucitorium. It was a lot more thrilling 
than a theater. The hum and the noise and the lights and 
the feeling of tense primitive excitement in the crowd got you. 
Right down in front, not far from us, were the same people 
I had seen with Stanley at the night club. 

I felt all strung up by the time the preliminaries ended. 
Dad looked at me and smiled 

“There they come, Molly,” he said. 

Back in the crowd a narrow lane was opening to let a man 
come through. It was Stanley. He vaulted over the ropes 
and stood bowing short jerky bows while the crowd yelled. 
He was wrapped in a blue bathrobe and the flood-lights glared 
on his thick brown hair and clear-cut face. He was looking at 
Zelda, I could see, but once he half turned and caught sight 
of me and I could swear he smiled at me. My heart began 
to throb. A minute later there was another stir and roar 
from the mob, and Corney Wernell was in the ring! 

I suppose everybody knows how it is at a big fight, the 
men in their corners and the announcer and the lights and 
noise and seconds. It’s all terribly exciting. 

The gong rang, and the men came out and faced each other 
in that hard brilliant light. Stanley looked wonderful. He 
was so light on his feet and it thrilled me to see the muscles 
slide along under his skin. But his jaw was.set and he was 
very pale. There was a kind of worn look to his face almost 
as if he were tired. Wernell came out more slowly in a 
crouch. I felt scared when I saw him; he looked as if he were 
made of leather and iron, with his big shoulders hunched for- 
ward and that heavy fighting scowl on his face. 

They exchanged blows so fast at first that it made me blink 
to watch them. I couldn’t see anything but flashing arms and 
a flurry of gloves. But when dad told me what to watch for 
in the next round it was easier. 

“Watch that right cross of Stanley's,” he said. 

It was lightning quick, the way his hand flashed in through 


was leaning over him whispering and the faces of his 
friends in the crowd looked tense and anxious 

But the next round was all Stanley's. He rushed the 
fight with his mouth set and his eyes hard. He was block 
ing, side-stepping, hitting. His arm darting in and out 
like a snake 
went wild. 
“Oh, dad,” I cried, “he’s going to win! 


It was wonderful to watch and the crowd 
I forgot everything in my excitement 
Isn't he? 


x HE kid’s drawn too fine,” dad said. “He's traveling 
on his nerve but maybe he'll get there safe.” And 
just then the gong rang and they went to their corners 
It was in the fifth it happened. ‘“Wernell’s going to 
make his bid in this round,”’ dad said. And he did! He 
kept Stanley on the defensive, backing away from his 
short, savage rushes. He bored in, with his head low 
Once or twice he landed and it seemed to rock Jack 
“That left hook is a scorcher!” said dad, and just then a 
errible blow caught Stanley on the chin. I saw his head 
jerk back. He spun half-around and dropped. The crowd 
oared! My heart gave a sickening plunge and I felt weak 
nd cold all over. 

“Oh Jack! Oh Jack!” I was saying to myself, over and 
over. The referee was counting. He was up to five. when 
Stanley moved, drew his knees under him, and lurched up on 
his feet. The mob all rose together, yelling like wild beasts. 
yelling for a knockout! 

Wernell meant to give it, too. He came on the instant 
Jack was up. I saw Jack sort of rock forward and swing 
his right 

There was a crack, like a pistol shot, and Wernell’s big 
body crashed down and lay like a stone. Stanley stood above 
him, looking dazed, until the referee waved him over to a 
neutral corner. The count went on. Wernell never moved. 
and when it ended they picked him up and carried him to his 
corner. I could hardly breathe but the whole huge building 
fairly rocked with cheers when the referee caught Jack’s arm 
and raised it above his head in token of victory 

“Why Molly, child, you're crying!” 

I hadn’t known it till dad spoke, and I grabbed my hand- 
kerchief. “It’s so exciting,” I said. 

People were swarming over the ropes—photographers and 
press men: and strangers. Those pals of Stanley's were all 
patting him on the back and hugging him and generally giving 
him a big hand as if they were just crazy with joy. Stanley 
just stood there with his eyes shining. and it gave me the 
queerest feeling to see him look like that. There he was, 
winner, with the title ahead of him and yet I felt afraid for 
him somehow. He seemed so awfully young 

“Where are they going now, dad?” I asked. 

“Off to a big party at Neroni’s. Want to go there, Molly?” 
Dad was always such an understanding person 

It was a wild party they put on for young Stanley that 
night. I watched it from where we sat. Neroni’s was packed 
and Jack was the hero of the evening. Everybody stared at 
him and they were all shouting, and drinking to the next 
middle-weight champion. At first Jack seemed almost too 
tired to join in the riot, but after his second glass he began to 
pep up and soon he and Zelda were dancing together 


UT he danced with me too, that night! I think he must 

have actually wanted to meet me, because his manager 
brought him over to our table and introduced us. They both 
knew dad, of course. I could hardly speak for excitement 
when Jack asked me to dance, but I did manage to tell him | 
thought he put on a grand fight. 

“Oh, I wasn't so good.” he said. 
Do you like boxing?” 

“That was my first fight.” I said 
but I guess I'll go again.” 

He smiled down at me. “You ought to make a pretty 
good scrapper yourself, Miss Regan, considering your father 
and your hair.” 

I smiled back at that and his [Continued on page 103) 


“I saw you there tonight 


“It’s sort of terrible 
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I hadn't heard from or seen Jack for a long time, 
and then one evening in wil or he almost 
fell, 


crashed into me. I shipped a and Jack a i j 
icked me up as lightly as if I were a child. It a wr! ve ; 
me to see him, he was so changed 1 eh 2 
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The 
PATIENT 


reclines on a couch 
and is urged to voice 
her thoughts freely as 
they come to her. Thus, 
trifling utterances, long 
forgotten episodes in the 
days of her childhood, 
are revealed, and from 
these revelations the 
mind is cleared of the 
doubts and fears that 
have made life a burden 


You Have Heard a Lot About the Strange 
(hance to Read a Common Sense Application of 


ON’T marry the man you love! 
Don’t marry the woman you love! 
These statements sound revolutionary, do they not? 
They contradict your idea of what has been considered the 
most beautiful and desirable state of being. 
But the fact is that romantic love is really a disease. 
People go to doctors to be treated for it in the same way 
that they go to be treated for an infected finger. 
Love is a kind of nervous disorder, a neurosis, we say. 
It is a functional condition. That is, there are no permanent 
organic changes. It is the emotional equilibrium that is chiefly 


upset and this, in turn, may upset the purely mental, as well 
as the physical balance. 

Whatever changes there may be depend upon the severity of 
the attack and these changes are merely temporary 


30 


The outpouring of romance practically ceases, when it is 
fully gratified. As soon as you fall out of love you invariably 
return in all respects to normal. 

What is the secret of this strange. emotional outburst? No 
one knows. But here, at least, is something like an explanation: 

It can be laid down as an irrefutable principle, that every 
human being is from earliest childhood a born worshipper of 
heroes and romance. 

If-you are a woman the greatest hero you knew as a child— 
greater even than the charmed heroes that peopled the books 
you read—was your father. 

Likewise, the loveliest, most charming and beautiful woman 
you knew, if you were a boy, was your mother. 

You, a girl, were much more likely to do what father wanted 
you to do than you were te obey your mother. 
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The 
‘DOCTOR. 


sits with pad and 
pencil, near his patient 
but where she cannot 
see him. jHer rambling 
thoughts spoken aloud 
give the key to her 
hates and her loves. 
This startling analysis 
of emotional love has 
been written for SMART 
Set by one of America’s 
leading psychoanalysts, 


Dr. 


Science, Psychoanalysis. tere ts Your First 
That Science to the Everyday Affairs of the Heart 


You, a boy, were much more willing to obey your mother 
than your father. 

And these traits in your nature were manifested, mind you, 
when your entire child world was one of make-believe. 


= THIS way then, into the very marrow of your character 
make-up, there was built a powerful sense of beauty, adven- 
ture and idealization, in short, a yearning for romantic love. And 
since a man or woman is but the continuous and uninterrupted 
outgrowth of what he or she was when a child, it stands to 
reason that romantic love has become an inevitable trait in you. 

To be sure, as you grow older and the world gives you many 
a hard knock, you lose a lot of your faith in romance. You 
are forced to realize that life is not just one pleasureable 
thrill after another. You come face to face with the hard 


facts of reality; you are forced to fall back upon wishing; you 
take refuge at last in day dreaming. 

However, sooner or later the proverbial “right man” comes 
along. The same thing occurs when it’s the right woman. 
Then what happens to you? 

All this bottled-up romance that has been accumulating in 
your system for years bursts forth and sweeps everything 
before it. The dam of reserve breaks. 

I am reminded of a young woman whose pent-up love broke 
forth with such terrific force that I had to send her away to 
a sanitarium for a prolonged rest. 

The girl was twenty-five. She was well-dressed, attractive, 
musical, friendly. She had all the makings of a pleasing 
personality. 

Suitors there were to be sure. [Continued on page 130] 
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KNEW ‘em out in Los Angeles. Knew ’em 
both. Knew ‘em well. Knew ‘em when the 
very best either of ‘em hoped for was a four 

room bungalow on a hillside, a legitimate excuse 

for a baby carriage, a flower garden, a gravel walk 
and a second hand Ford. 

Jimmie Frayne was a reporter then. Just a 
general assignment man. If he was getting fifty 
dollars a week his city editor was gypping the 
paper. He could get plenty of men for thirty- 
five to do the work Jimmie was doing. 

Mollie Webster was playing bits in stock. Just 
getting by. She came under the head of “others” 
in the cast. 

They were engaged, perfectly satisfied with each 
other and the modest competence logically in store 
for them. Neither one of them had any disturb- 
ing ambitions. Mollie was one of the few young 
troupers I've known who really didn’t want to 
act. She came of a theatrical family, was born 
in a trunk and a part was just a job of work to 
her. She got no more thrill out of acting than a 
farm boy gets from ploughing a field. 

She was an arrestingly pretty kid. Smashing 
live black hair that shone under lights like polished 
leather. Big blue eyes. A flower petal complexion. 
Good figure. Plenty of personality. She dominated 
any party she was in. Stood out like a lit match 
in a dark room. But on the stage she was just 
another actress. Everything she had seemed to 
fade before it got to the first row of the orches- 
tra. Nothing of her beauty or charm got across. 

She knew all this and it bothered her not at all. 
All she wanted to do was marry Jimmie Frayne 
and settle down to the business of being a wife. 


IMMIE was just a nice ordinary kid. Stanford 
boy. Dressed well enough, washed back of his 
ears and brushed his teeth. Typical soap-and-watery 
young American college grad with less ambition 
than most of them have at his age. He didn't 
even hope to write a play some day. His plan 
was to marry Mollie, live on his salary and save 
a little, drive a second hand Ford till he got a 
raise and then graduate to a small, used, gear shift 
car; work on as a reporter till he was promoted 


FT 


“You play around with guys like Baxter 
and I'll write my check for a million when 
you're starving in the extra line” 
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MOLL IE: 


“Pll show you! I'll be a star when 
you're an old broken-down reporter 
im some little town im the sticks” 


These Two 
But Where 
Do You Suppose 
They Found 
HAPPINESS? 


and then go up by easy stages till he got gray 
hair and a middle-aged waist, and earned a 
chance to sit in the office marked “Managing 
Editor” and make a speech now and then at 
a chamber of commerce banquet. Slow and 
Sure. Safe and Sane. Those were his mottoes. 

I was doing publicity for a picture company. 
Dragging down fifteen thousand. Jimmie was 
a little awed by my wealth and position. 
Fifteen thousand was a lot of money to him. 


USED to throw a dinner for him and 

Mollie about once a week. Just the three 
of us. They both liked me and I got a kick 
out of it—they were so much in love and so 
genuinely appreciative of my friendship. For 
the rest of the week they chugged around in 
Jimmie’s second hand Ford, ate in cafeterias 
and had a wonderful time figuring on furniture 
and working out experimental budgets. They 
were all set for a normally uneventful. prosaic 
life, that pair, when they tripped over a mis- 
understanding and fell into a. current of 
events that carried them far, far out on a 
stormy old sea. 

The three of us had a date for dinner on a 
certain summer evening. In the afternoon I 
was on my way to Hollywood and saw Mollie 
coming out of a department store. The traffi 
lights went against me just then and I hailed 
her. She was free for the day so I suggested 
she drive out with me, wait until I’d finished 
the few minutes of business I had to transact, 
and then take a spin out to the beach. 

I got out to Hollywood and ran into a mess 
of stuff that had to be straightened out right 
away. The beach trip was off. Mollie was 
waiting for me in my roadster out in front 
of the studio. I went out to tell her the bad 
news and get a taxi to take her back to town 
and on the way I ran into Tod Baxter, the 
director. I found Tod was driving into Los 
Angeles, so I introduced him to Mollie and 
he ferried her back. That was that. 

We met that evening at the appointed res- 
taurant. I was there first. A few minutes later 
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Mollie arrived. Jimmie phoned 
that he was held up on a story 
and would be late so we postponed 
ordering dinner and sat there 
chatting till he came. 

When he got there we ordered j 
for the three of us and everything 
was lovely. Jimmie grinned at 
Mollie as he said lightly: 

‘Flying pretty high these sunny 
ifternoons, aren't you?” 

High?” said Mollie. 

‘Seems high to a poor reporter 
like me,” Jimmie went on. “Saw 
you go rolling by this afternoon 
with Tod Baxter, the director, in 
his Rainbow Eight. How does it 
feel to ride in a car that can do 
ninety up hill and looks like a 
big bouquet with a lot of colored 
lights on it?” 

There wasn’t the suggestion of 
a note of jealousy or reproof of 
any sort in the question. It was 
one hundred per cent kidding. 

“Feels pretty nice,” Mollie said. 
She paused for just a moment and 
then added: “For a change.” 


Que was smiling when she said 
7 this but there was a sting to it. 
The contrast- between Tod Bax- 
ters big bus and Jimmie’s old 
Ford was in her mind and she 
meant him to know it. 

He did. So did I. There was 
a nasty, brief little silence. 

“I'm to blame for that,” I 
said, and explained about getting 
Tod to drive her back from Holly- 
wood. 

“You're to blame for it?” Mollie 
said coldly. “Blame implies fault 
I think. I’m not aware that I’m 
at fault in driving with Tod Bax- 
ter, irrespective of how it came 
about.” 

“Why certainly not,” Jimmie 
said anxiously, trying to smooth 
things. “I didn’t say that.” 

You didn’t say what?” Mollie 
questioned sharply. 

‘That you were to blame,” 
Jimmie explained. 

“I didn’t say you said it,” Mollie flared, “but you must have 
thought it or you wouldn’t deny having said it.” 

“Deny?” Jimmie exclaimed, flushing. “I’m not denying 
inything. What’s the matter with you?” 

“I don’t like being spied on and cross-questioned if you must 
know,” Mollie shot back. 


“©@PIED on!” Jimmie said angrily. “Say! Look here. I 
just happened to be coming down Main Street on my way 
to the office when I saw you and Tod Baxter going ga 
“Well, what of it?” Mollie interrupted. ‘“There’s no law 
igainst my riding with Tod Baxter is there?” 

Children!” I put in my oar. “Come out of it. Forget it.” 

That was just like trying to put out a fire with gasoline! 

‘I’m not a child!” Mollie flared. “I won't be treated like 
one. 

Then stop acting like one,” Jimmie snapped. “All I do is 
make a perfectly good natured kidding remark about your 
flying pretty high because I saw you in a car with Tod Baxter 
and right away you F 

“Kidding!” Mollie interrupted bitterly. “You say that now 
just to try to crawl out of it.” 

I'm not trying to crawl out of anything!” Jimmie almost 
shouted. “But I'll say one thing: Seems kind of funny to 
me that you come down to dinner in this kind of a mood 


Every Young 
in Love 
Will Live This Story 
Bs of Fimmie Frayne’s 
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STOOD there with the tears 

running down my cheeks and 
let them kiss and cuddle and coo 
until I saw the crowd starting 
in for the second act. Then I 
wrapped the coat around 
Mollie’s shoulders and herded 


them to the stage entrance 
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after being out with Baxter. I suppose I don’t seem like much 
after an afternoon spent with a great director.” 

“I might be better off if I spent more of my afternoons 
with people who amount to something,” Mollie shot back. 

“I might amount to something myself if I put in my time 
climbing instead of preparing to get married and tie myself 
down to a home,” Jimmie snarled. 

“Try it.’ Mollie said. She was crazy mad by this time. 
“Try amounting to something and see where you come out. 
If you’re worried about marrying me and tying yourself down 
to a home just get that off your mind. You're not going to 
marry me, Jimmie Frayne. Not soon nor ever. You just 
start out now all by yourself without any ties and climb all 
you please and when you’ve done your best you'll be just 
what you are now. Just an ordinary reporter who’s down- 
right mean jealous of every one who does anything worthwhile.” 

“Shoot the piece!” Jimmie shouted. “I don’t see your name 
in electric lights if it comes to that. You go ahead and play 
around with guys like Baxter and I'll write my check for a 
million when you're starving in the extra line.” 


“ OU fool!’’ Mollie said, quietly furious. “You poor little 
small time scribbler! Just for that I'll show you. Never 
saw my name in electric lights did you? Well you will. Ill 
be a star when you’re an old broken-down reporter in some 
little two by four town out in the sticks. I'll show you!” 


She pushed her chair back from the table then, got up and 


stalked out of the place. I started to follow her but Jimmie 
held me. 

“Let her go,” he said furiously. 
I'll show her.” 

I sat down and tried to laugh him out of it but it was no go. 

“Tl show her!” he kept on repeating. “I'll show her. I'll 
turn this old world upside down and make her watch while 


“T don’t want her back. 


With Sketches 
from Lift 
By HARVE STEIN 


I spank it. Never amount to anything, huh? I'll show her!” 
He took a couple of drinks straight, one right after the 
other, and then went away and left me to have my dinner alone 
I thought of course that the fight was just one of those 
things that blow over. Wher I went to bed that night I bei 
myself that they had found each other and clinched by then 
The next day I dropped into the office to see Jimmie. 

“He beat it,” the city editor told me. “Came in this morn- 
ing, got his money and left for New York on the noon train. 
I couldn’t stop him. He acted like a nut. Kept mumbling 
that he was going to show somebody something.” 

That didn’t sound so good. I blew right over to the theater 
and saw Mollie. 


“@UITS me,” she said indifferently when I told her Jimmie 
had started east. “I’m not interested in where he is or 
where he’s going or what he’s going to do when he gets there.”’ 
I tried to talk her into telegraphing Jimmie on the train 
to get off and come back; filled up the old lungs and gave 
her the full chest note on love, duty, the beauty of forgiving 
and a bunch of stuff about the sanctity of the little home that 
they had planned on the one hand and the tragedy of two 
lonely blasted lives on the other. The act was a flop. 

“He spoke his piece last night and I spoke mine,” she said. 
“You heard us both. All I wanted up to then was to get out 
of the show business and have a little home of my own. All | 
want now is to show Jimmie Frayne that I can go on my own 
and climb so high that he won’t even be able to get an 
introduction to my butler’s relatives. That’s what I want to 
do and I’m going to do it.” 

No argument I could make had any effect. All she wanted 
to do with Jimmie Frayne was humiliate him by achieving a 
spectacular success. The next week I had my first intimation 
that she was actually on her way to accomplish it. I got it out 

of the review of the current 
i show in which she was 
appearing. 

“The surprise of the eve- 
ning was the work of Miss 
Mollie Webster in the part of 
Irene Ainslee. The character 
is really only a bit but Miss 
Webster made it stand out like 
a light in a dark room. 

“Hitherto it has always been 
possible to dismiss Miss Web- 
ster with the comment ‘ade- 
quate’ but her work last night 
deserves real praise. It pleased 
and amazed those of us who 
have come to know her as an 
actress, ever well within the 
picture, but lacking always the 
spark of life to animate her 
undeniably sound and consis- 
tent technique. 

“We have never seen Miss 
Webster do a bad piece of 
work but last night’s perform- 
ance was the first we have 
been able to applaud as good. 
Here’s hoping that her work as 
Irene Ainslee in the current 
offering represents an improve- 
ment that can and will be 
maintained rather than an ac- 
cidental flash of emotional 
power not to be repeated in 
other réles. If she can main- 
tain the standard she achieved 
last night there are big things 
ahead for her in the near 
future.” 

I went to see the show and 
found for myself that the critic 
had not overstated the case. I 
saw Mollie Webster really act 
for che first time. All her 
beauty [Continued on page 132} 
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ere is Fannie Marquis mixing her 
_ loaf which sells for nearly ten 
times what you pay for your bread at 
the grocer's. Howdid she doit? She tells 
you in this article and the story of her suc- 
cess holds forth hope to any woman, or any 
man, who is fired with a desire to succeed 


elf-Told Story 


Proves 


There 1s Always 
a Way 


to Success 


| BAKE bread for which I get a dollar a 

| loaf. Just think of it! A dollar a loaf! 

I don’t call it bread; I call it a balanced 

ration. But it is bread, just the same, made 

from the things that go, or ought to go, in 
every loaf of bread! 

I did not always get a dollar a loaf. At the 
beginning I was glad to sell my bread for 
anything I could get for it. 

I began very unostentatiously. I think all 
great enterprises do begin humbly. Mine be- 
gan with a modest English muffin, and back 
of the English muffin, there was a story, the 
story of my life, which is now mixed into my 
bread, baked and wrapped and boxed and 
tied up with it. 

I was one of a big family of boys and girls, 
brought up in the northern part of New York 
state. I was the oldest girl and I felt that 
uncalled-for sense of responsibility which the 
oldest girl always feels toward her little 
brothers and sisters, unappreciated as it is. 
We had an abundance to eat, but when I was 
about eighteen it became apparent to me 
that not one member of our family was. 
really well. My father was subject to cranky 
spells. My mother said it was his stomach. 
My brother had a very serious digestive 
trouble. One after another of us complained 
of some ailment or other. 

Nor were we the only complaining ones in 
our neighborhood. Everybody had some- 
thing, or was just recovering from something, or just coming 
down with something. No one seemed well on the whole of 
what Hamlet called “this distracted globe.” 

After deep study I diagnosed the evil as something lying in 
the food we ate. 

And, in our house at least, the staple article of diet was 
bread, my mother’s good home-made bread; and we had it 
three times a day! Experimenting on myself, eating it and 
making mental observations of my own, I was forced to see 
that my temper was at highest pressure shortly after a meal. 
And I reasoned that it was due to the bread I was eating. It 
filled me full; but it didn’t feed my nerves. It wasn’t a bal- 
anced ration by any means. It was foolish to continue to 
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By FANNIE Q. 


eMCARQUIS 
Who Has Transformed 
The Humble Loaf 


into a 
Real Staff of Life 


eat that kind-of food once you knew the effect it would have. 

This was, you must understand, before the present agitation 
about whole wheat bread. In those days the whiter the bread 
was, and the softer, and the hotter, the better! I was the 
Columbus in our family who suggested that there might be 
another, undiscovered “Breadland,”’ but you may be sure that 
I did not tell my mother so. I verily believe that if I had she 
would have notified the authorities, and had me put under 
observation in our local crazy-house. 

Then, while I was pondering all these things, an- 
other factor popped in—the opportunity to become 
self-supporting. I hailed it gladly, dreaming the 
dream of every older sister. Perhaps I would earn 
enough in the city to bring one of my little sisters 
to New York and educate her! 


UT what could I do? I had been brought up in a simple 

country village, and, beyond keeping house, and sitting on 
the front porch looking pretty, I had no accomplishments. All 
the same, with the divine optimism of: youth, I packed my 
trunk and came to New York. 

However, when I landed in the city, I found that nobody 
wanted me to keep house for pay and there was no front porch ; 
waiting for me. Yet I must do something. ; 

At first I cast about, doing this and that, and barely making ; 

a living. And then, after a wakeful night, wondering what | : 
would do next, I resolved to go into that which had been the ¥ j 
dream of my life—making things to eat. Baking! ‘% 

I hadn’t yet reached the stage where I could boldly tell peo- S 2 
ple what they ought to eat. I only knew that I wanted to F 
bake! But, of what use to bake, if I had no family to eat the f 
things and no customers to buy them? I had business sense ; ~~ 


enough, even then, to reason that I must get my market first. : 
I had heard of the Exchange for Woman’s Work which + alee 


was then on Forty-third Street, near the Grand Central station. 

Very timidly I went there and inquired if they could use my 

cooking. The girl in charge told me that I could submit 4 

samples of whatever I might bake. I paid the membership , 

fee of three dollars, and came away feeling that my business : 

career had begun 
On my way home I bought a Philadelphia broiler-and that AND here is the loaf of bread 

night I labored over what I considered the finest dish in the for which the world has 


world, a chicken pie. I made it in a deep dish and surrounded 
it with onions, potatoes and a sea of gravy. I put on a top made a beaten track to the door : 
crust and baked it brown. It smelt [Continued on page 128] of the baker : 
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HERE was a row of empty stools, but the man in the 
mackinaw took the one next me, and in a deep friendly 
voice ordered from the cook, who put meat to sizzle on 

the range at the end of the counter. 

“In from the hills, ready to catch the boat out, I s’pose?” 
yelled the cook. 

“Will be, when I finish up one more chore,” said the stranger. 
“Don’t fry that so hard!” 

The cook advanced, threw down platters, brought me a 
fancy dessert I had not asked for, and taking a cup of coffee 
for himself, told the stranger: 

“Her an’ me was just wonderin’ why everybody in Alaska 
has got to tear for below if it gits crimpy. They act like a 
bunch of weaklin’s, we think. This little lady’s playin’ in 
the picture show, an’ boy, she kin tickle them ivories.” 

“Then I'll be there tonight!” the man in the mackinaw 
cried. I looked at the old cook, who shook his head, and I 
sighed. He and I had an agreement that if a superior Alaskan 
ever appeared, I should at least have a view of him. The 


With ‘Drawings 
trom Life 
By J. W. SCHLAIKIER 


cA s 1 waited in the night, for the fleeing 

murderer, a man appeared in front of 

me. A man I had seen before. His face 

was grim and pale. Suddenly I felt sorry 

for him. “I'm going to save you,” I cried. 
“Hurry, or they'll catch us ~ 


trail blazers with whom I had conferred, to date, were dull, 
and as to millionaires, there were none, never would be any. 


ARLIER in Alaska I had wanted amusement. Now I 

needed a meal-ticket, but I had given up hope of finding 
a great hearted romantic son of the Northland, or even a what- 
have-you who would furnish what I needed. 

I'd come up here to be a lady pioneer and had dreamed of 
tramping through the wilds with a big brown bear for a pet! 
I had visioned a cabin smothered in pelts of my gathering, 
the weary grinding life of cities a memory, and me, as Little 
Sureshot, chopping logs. I had meant to build my own shack. 

I had showed the cook how I could chop when he lent me 
an axe, and was only two afternoons cracking up a coal-oil 
box, and it had hard ends to bust! He said I was remarkable. 
For practice I had taken lunch in a pack and climbed the 
mountains that ringed the town of Seward. But I always had 
to return, paint myself and put on the smart dresses that 
made the locals sniff, and get ready for the evening freeze in 
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in the 


the theater, with fingers almost too cold to play the piano. 

The cook protested at the things I wore in town; anybody'd 
be cold, just thin silk on legs and thin shoes. He said I ought 
to wear two pairs of woollen socks inside shoe pacs. Suppose 
they did clump? And look like a Native! Shapeless comfort 
I snapped, was for females snug in a home that a man kept 
going, but a woman with the man to get must look zippy. 
smirk and smile. Smile? It came hard this last night, when 
my meager salary ended, for the show-house was to close. 


HE town refused to sit there with no heat, and watch poor 

pictures. So Clark gave me notice, and the cook had 
scowled when I told him, before the stranger entered. There 
was no work for me elsewhere; the stores were family concerns 
with wives and daughters back of counters. 

I glanced at the young man beside me, in a general way 
hating him. Big strong thing! I couldn’t stay in the country 
broke, nor walk out of it. It was a seven days’ journey to 
Seattle. There’d be nothing there to greet me anyway but a 
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Man ‘Hunter 
in Alaska 
Who Dug Gold 
Without a Pick 
and Got 
Fer 
Without a Gun. 


ackinaw 


foggy day. A man could be a “workaway” on a ship or buy 
a steerage ticket. Women must go first class. 

It wouldn’t be much colder if I had to stand on the beach 
in that wind from the snow peaks fringing Resurrection Bay, 
than in my room over a hardware store, where it wasn’t even 
warm in bed; but a woman couldn’t just stand somewhere 
as a man might. They wouldn’t let her. Up here she should 
have a family. 

Outside, I had a stepfather, somewhere, and an ex-husband 
That was my family. The savings from a stenographer’s job 
three years’ hoarding, had gone into the months before I got 
the picture theater job. It was all wasted while I tried to 
find an Alaska like my notions of it. All I really found was 
one coast town after another, where they aped the “outside” 
and succeeded in being stupid. 

The cook said the people I’d like to know stayed in the 


‘hills. This man in the mackinaw, I'd taken for a really good 


specimen, but I took the cook’s head shake to mean that he 
was just a brown, curly-haired, gray-eyed imposter, returning 
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10 me, too, with his outdoors but intelligent air. I sighed, 
slumping down with a hand over my eyes, at that harrowing 
thought of a tomorrow. I owed for food here; in two days, 
rent again to pay. The cook said loudly: 

Another cup of Java will do you good, girlie!” 

[ started, accepted it, and straightening up I caught the 
gleam of a revolver on a shoulder holster, inside the stranger's 
heavy mackinaw. Abruptly he fastened 
the buttons, watching me in the strip ot 
mirror behind displays of doughnuts and 
canned fruit. I smiled a little, and so did 
he. Then I shivered as the wind-driven 
gravel struck the café window. Gravel lay 
in high ridges on the walk and then was 
picked up and flung into a ridge on the 
other side of the street. When the dock 
was icy, one couldn’t stand without wear- 
ing creepers. 


ay ON’T have this wind thirty miles 
inland. Colder but calmer too, 
said the man in the mackinaw. 

I wasn’t going to bother with him so I 
didn’t reply, and stared into the glass. 
Let them keep their weather inland. 

“Better come along to where this wind 
doesn’t blow,” the man continued. 

“I can’t go where I wish,” I blurted 

“I saw in your big eyes there was some 
thing,” he said. The cook was serving a 
group below. My wrist felt warm fingers 
around it. “Tell me—if a man sees a 
woman, and all in a minute, he wants her 
for his own, what’s happened to him? 
How did you do it? Because you have,” 
whispered the man in the mackinaw. 

“A slap’s going to happen to you!” I 
said. I was disgusted with that old 
claptrap. It was just about what Bill, 
my first, had landed me with. I paid for 
the divorce! 

No, positively, if I starved, no outside 
man, spoiled by indulgent women would 
catch me. If there was none of the type 
that the North ought to produce, straight- 
forward, sensible, they could keep the 
others! “All in a minute!” Anyhow it 
wasn't possible. Men only think they 
think that. I was at the door, with him 
holding it against the wind for me, when 
the cook called and I ran back. 

‘Say, about Clark’s place. It’s all 
right. I figured to tip you before. Pete 
Larson's an old pal of mine! We mined 
in the Koyukuk together. He’s done well 
and got picture houses below in South- 
eastern, and he gave me power to grab 
this hall if Clark quit. Pete’ll keep you 
on. Got sense, appreciates sweil music 
and a pianner player bein’ interested in 
makin’ the joint go over. He'll put in a 
heatin’ plant. That'll take a few days, 
even if he gets my cable an’ catches the | 
up boat, but the point is, you're not to 
worry. Besides, here’s a plan I got. 

‘You been crazy to be rough. Well I 
got a nice new cabin, down on Kenal 
River. It’s elegant! Grub an’ a ton of 
readin’ matter. I was goin’ to winter there. Now I shan’. 
And right near my cabin is old Kate White. She’s a card. 
She'll take you prospectin’ up Cooper Creek an’ the pair of 
ny = get a moose. She'll show you how to butcher, that 
ol’ gal! 

“Gimme your good clothes to store, an’. wear them little 
pants an’ the pacs an’ heavy coat an’ cap. Take that bed- 
roll of mine. I ain’t usin’ it, an’ the wolf robe is Interior 
make. I'll get you on the noon work-train. Pack your duffle 
over, an’ catch Kate on the phone at Mile 20. She comes up 
the Lake for the freight once a week. There’s only that one 


train ‘till freeze up. She'll take you down in her boat an’ 
bring you back say in a couple of weeks. 


= OU'LL have a swell time! An’ a nice steam heat job, an’ 

your meals here, an’ this old fellow waitin’ to hear you 
tell what you done. You ain’t goin’ to be stuck. Think I'd 
see a good gal that’s tryin’, left to worry? Get packed an’ 


5 man in the mackinaw had brown hair and 
to me. I sighed at the bitter thought of tomorrow. 
come along to where this wind doesn't blow,” the man 


ready—I'll do up butter an’ eggs an’ fresh stuff. You'll get 
bread from Kate. Aw, be still! Us musical people got to be 
pards. Recollect, I play a comb personally!” 

I went out, taking the bitter gale as a joke. Safety! 
Peace! The strange man had gone. All men, except that 
dear old cook, could go for all of me. I could have fallen on 
the keyboard and sobbed in relief when I had rushed down the 
theater aisle to my place. Sickish terror went out of me. 

Maybe I would quickly learn how to be a pioneer with this 
Kate, and wouldn’t have to come back. Instead of that I'd 
hang up moose and make lowbush cranberry jelly, and chop. 
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That chopping! But I could be careful and make the wood 


last. Perhaps Kate was a good chopper. 

It was the picture’s second showing, and unheeding two 
front rows of unmannerly children, I played every cue with 
humor and dash, laughing with the audience. I was excited. 

No smirk and smile to keep up. I'd have to kid Kate a 
little of course, but such a rest! No curls to make, no 


gray eyes. He was the first one who had looked right 
I owed for food; in two days rentto pay. “Better 
said. “I can't,” I cried. “I can't go where I wish” 


painting! My chance to conquer the wilderness, or at least 

cripple it. Clark put my salary on the piano; mumbling ex- 

shrugged. The show ended, the audience leaving 

before I had the sheet music in my portfolio, and Clark 
shouted from the front for me to hurry 

I whistled, moving past the seats. . felt in the gloom for 


knew who it was! Struggling, I kicked him. 


“No, no, you couldn’t hold that heavy gun. The door’s 
open, see? I’m not like that. But I sat back of you, seeing 
you by the light over the piano, thinking how it would be to 
kiss you like this!” 


BIT him! Then I struck him with the portfolio, until he 
dropped me and I gasped: “I, ‘I’ forever ‘I’ with any man. 
That’s what’s important! I won’t 
kiss you. I hate kissing people, 
and I hate big cowards swagger- 
ing around with guns in a country 
where no one carries guns except 
to go out hunting. Don’t you 
touch me again. I’m not scared 
of forty guns!” 

“But sweetheart, wait, listen. I 
have | the gun for a certain pur- 
pose,” exclaimed the man. 

I flung away from him with 
angry mutters. Men, again! 
“Sweetheart!” He was a hand- 
some man—so was Bill. This one 
had the strongest looking hands, 
fingers roughed but very clean. 
He smoked my kind of cigarettes. 
Odd! 


Putting beautiful dresses into 
a wardrobe trunk later, I held up 
a pink costume. Pink is good 
with my dark hair. 

“If he had such fits over me,” 
I thought, “wearing that old blue 
rag I’d been in at the theater 
what if he saw me in this.” 

But it’s just such thoughts as 
that will mix a person up with 
men again, so I slammed the 
trunk shut and set out my shoe 
pacs. 

I felt so free and happy, riding 
in the caboose with the train crew! 
They described the topography of 
the country into which I would 
go. They knew old Kate. Her 
goods were landed at a small shed, 
left unlocked, as no one ever stole 
anything out there. 


ie WAS a long ride with fre- 
quent stops while the conduc- 
tor telephoned. The handful of 
homesteaders along the line were 
all waiting to chatter, get papers 
and freight from town, and send 
a parcel farther on. The short 
day was darkening when the work 
, train rounded Kenai Lake, sur- 
- rounded by somber hills, the 
shores desolate with twisted drift 

from previous high water. 
Kate did not answer the whistle 
at Mile 20. A section crew bunked 
in the shack and so there was a 
telephone there. The crew plunged 
around in the brush shouting to- 
ward the beach. No Kate could 
be found but her boat was there. 
Sure Kate would return soon. 

I liked being left there, one person in a Northern solitude. 
To show Kate this chechahco was willing, I strove with boxes 
and flour sacks, sugar and hams, gasoline and coal oil, and 
staggered up and down the narrow trail until I had the freight 
all in one boat. My ex-Bill had liked boats, so I knew how to 
load one, and use tarpaulin for cover. There was an outboard 
engine, covered with slickers. 

I was alone except for small things of wood and air. Ravens 
flapped, making uncouth noises. Rabbits sped into brush. 
Finely warm, I went into the empty house, which had a bacon 
odor and several unmade beds [ Continued on page 120} 
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tant thing in the world, love. 


something else more 
highly than love, but 
in my _ professional 
life I have seen men 
and women throw 
away chances for suc- 
cess, health, and even 
life itself for love. 
But though it takes 
first place I am will- 
ing to admit that the 
struggle for a living, 
the hope of financial 
success, run a very 
close second. 

Day after day the 
same questions come 
to me in my mail, 
the same questions 
are asked in my 
studio. What shall I 
do in the world? How 
am I best fitted to 
earn my living? For 
what am I most 
suited? Am I follow- 
ing my true vocation 
at the present mo- 
ment? Should I be a 
doctor? An actor? A 
lawyer? A mechanic? 
A housewife? A 
singer? Should I live 
alone and be indepen- 
dent? Should I work 
through or with 
others? 

It is my aim to 
answer some of these 
questions for the general reader; to de- 
fine as far as I can without a study of 
individual charts, the occupations best 
suited to those born under each plane- 
tary influence. 

Nowhere, I think, does astrology give 
a more striking illustration of its truth. 

The teachings of the great astrolo- 
gers that have come down to us from 
out of the dim past have brought re- 
sults that seem sometimes like miracles. 
But a miracle is greater than a science 
only because a miracle is a science we 
do not understand. 

All my life I have studied and 
thought about the effect of the heavenly 
bodies on the aspirations and activities 
of man, and I find that no other sci- 
ence can explain the strangeness of 


N THE first article of this series, I wrote of 
astrology in its relation to the most impor- 


When I say “most important” it is not a senti- 
mental statement, but a matter-of-fact one. 
There are many people who think they value 


2. COMEDIENNE 


Born under Libra 


5. SOLDIER 


Born under Virgo 


UCCESS in the 


life as does the science of the stars, astrology. 

It is something more than “being suited” that 
makes one a success in a certain calling. How 
explain otherwise the fact that the large majority 
of actresses are actually not pretty? Or that 
many business men of great prominence are 


1. cMUINIST'ER 


Born under Sagittarius 


4. INVENTOR 
Born under Aquarius 


7. NOVELIST 


Born under Cancer 


AN you identify these famous 
people? Read this artiwle and 
find out how the stars directed their 
careers. Perhaps the stars will help 
you find your way to success. For key 
to pictures above turn to page 140 


3. TRAGEDIENNE 
Born under Capricorn astrology. 


©. \\CANUFACTURER 


Born under Leo 


tars 


scarcely competent to 
master the simplest 
problems of mathe- 
matics? Or that 
many lawyers and 
politicians, men in 
public life, have little 
academic education? 
Something besides 
aptitude and ability, 
a preponderous force, 
a very real some- 
thing, influences all 
of us and guides 
our destiny and we 
may know our indi- 
vidual path through 


I am going to 
write here of certain 
men and women who 
have attained distinct 
success in widely dif- 
ferent occupations. 
As in my previous ar- 
ticle, I am compelled 
through professional 
courtesy to omit the 
year of birth, which 
is so all important in 
charting the benign 
and malefic influences 
ruling each indi- 
vidual. 

So, I shall mention 
only the general out- 
line of the reading so 
that it may be applied 
to the reader. I shall 
limit myself to the simple zodiacal 
period in which these persons were 
born. 

I want to show you how two men, 
born under the same sign and suc- 
cessful in utterly different fields, have 
actually succeeded through the same 
methods. 

To resist the planetary urgings is 
failure; to yield is success. I shall 
prove to you the verity of this state- 
ment. 

The world’s richest man was born 
on the thirtieth of July. Henry Ford 
is therefore under the influence of Leo, 
which is ruled by the Sun, giver of 
life and director of individuality. 

If you were born between July 
twenty-first and August twentieth. Leo 
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is your ruling sign, and you are under the vibration of the 
Sun’s rays. 

Walter Damrosch, the celebrated musician, was born not 
merely within the limits of the same sign, but actually on the 
same day as Mr. Ford, July thirtieth! 

What can an eminent musician and a great manufacturer 
have in common? Could Mr. Ford have conducted symphonies 
successfully, or Mr. Damrosch manufactured automobiles and 
made an enormous fortune? 


OT exactly! Many of their characteristics may be similar 

but influences which created their individual occupations 

lie in the varied position of the planets due to the difference in 
their years of birth. 

But both Mr. Ford and Mr. Damrosch have reached success 
by yielding themselves up to the same influences and the 
same motivations, yet in entirely different paths. But the 
difference may be more on the surface than you would think. 

To explain: The natives of Leo are executives, leaders, un- 
able to work under the command of others. A native of 
Leo in a subordinate position cannot exceed. He or she must 
strike out alone. 

Furthermore those born under this sign have the happy 
faculty of associating the real and the ideal, of meeting with 
and overcoming obstacles. What is even more important, they 
cannot succeed unless they do! 

In other words Mr. Damrosch, as a musician, would have 
failed unless he had applied his knowledge and talents to a 
real world, not a mystical one. Mr. Ford would not have 
attained his stupendous success had he not coupled the idea 
of making automobiles for the millions with something of an 
ideal. 

You may be very sure that Walter Damrosch is anxious 


By BELLE the Noted Astrologer 


ELLE Bart in her New York studio. -NGss Bart also main- 
tains studtos in Washington and Paris, where she is consulted by 
those in high places on problems of finance and international politics 


always to touch and reach his public, to develop it, stimulate 
it, become part of its life. He is not the type of artist who 
— create just as happily and just as well ca a desert 
island. 

And if Henry Ford had not, in his subconscious gropings, 
seen that his invention might mean a new world to the many 
whose means prohibit luxuries, he could never have brought 
to his task the energy, the tireless thought, the unconquerable 
will which built the first foundation of his fortune and estab- 
lished his sure success. 

The natives of Leo may equally well become bankers, or 
jewelers, but their sense of the reality of possessions must be 
mingled with an ideal sense of what possessions may mean or 
may achieve for the possessor. 

They may become dramatists, musicians, clergymen, lawyers, 
statesmen, mathematicians, or take a prominent part in public 
life, but their sense of an ideal mission must always be blended 
with a practical knowledge of real values. 


TS blending of the real and the ideal, the need for ruling, 
for having “‘one’s own business” is what guides those born 
under the sign of Leo. 

If I have spoken here at some length of Leo, perhaps I have 
the justification of an unusual familiarity, for it is my own 
sign. My birthdate, August 18, brings me within that province. 

And perhaps it might be interesting to report my own ex- 
perience, and explain just how I came to take up astrology 
with a determination to probe its depths. 

I had studied for the law, for which I believe I had some 
aptitude. Shortly before being admitted to the bar, I had 
my horoscope read by Miss Evangeline Adams. Miss Adams 
pointed out to me that my life work must be one which would 
throw me into constant contact with people, and that for com- 
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plete expression I must daily become the confidant of people 
whom I had never even seen before. In a word it flashed upon 
me that the thing I was best fitted for was astrology itself! 

There was at that time in New York, a European, who 
was conversant with the principles of astrology, and he was 
willing to accept me as a pupil. I found out that I was the 
possessor of one of the most fortunate of auguries. At the time 
of my birth the sun was in the sign of Leo, and the zodiacal 
sign itself was on the ascendant. This has rarely occurred. In 
fact I am in such limited and illustrious company as that of 
Bernard Shaw and Napoleon! 


T ANY rate from that time on, I followed the truths of 

astrology with the utmost faithfulness. When my chart 
showed that good fortune could spring from European connec- 
tions, | went to France, and there in 1925, had one of my most 
successful years. Under the urgings of my astrological chart, I 
learned to speak seven languages, studied psychology and eco- 
nomics, and took degrees in anthropology. 

I think the charge which is often hurled at those who profess 
to read the future: “Why don’t you get everything you want 
yourself?” has been successfully answered in my own case. I 
think I may say without false modesty that, by following my 
istrological readings, I have made my life a highly successful 
one. 

Enough of Leo and my own personal data. 
signs to be considered, such as 
Libra. 

Ina Claire, the actress, born on 
October fifteenth, is a native of 
Libra, as are all those born be- | 
tween September twenty-first 
and October twentieth, as was 
the divine Sarah Bernhardt. 

Those under the sway of Li- 
bra have a strong sense of jus- 
tice, but are inclined to be opin- 
ionative and sometimes tread on 
the feelings of others. More 
than any other sign, Libra de- 
mands harmonious adjustment 
of its subjects. These persons 
are fitted for the expenditure of 
great nervous energy, but are 
not equipped for any kind of 
physical labor, and unless they 
are harmoniously in tune with 
the work they are performing, 
they become extremely lazy. | 

If you are a native of Libra, 
you can subject yourself to the 
limitations of your individual 
chart, become a salesman, a law- 
yer, an artist or an organizer. 
You can act, particularly in 
comedy, and in the arts you have 
decided ability as a commercial 
artist. In designing or interior 
decorating, you might be highly | 
successful. 


There are other 


called love.” 


found out about love. 


of the next ten best. 
will act as judges. 


You Love? 
PRIZE CONTEST 


Is love a disease? Is it something to dread, 
to avoid, to escape if possible? 

Are there different kinds of love? Is there 
one kind that is rich and fine and inspiring 
and touched with the divinity. 

Turn to page 24 and read what Dr. Louis 
E. Bisch writes about the ‘‘emotional debauch 


Do you agree with him? Do your love ex- 
periences support his statements? 
SMart Set wants to know what you have 


For the best letter, founded on experience, 
in answer to the question: 
Will You Marry the One You Love? 

Smart Set will pay $15; for the second 
best $10; for the third best $5, and $1 for each 
Smart Set’s Editors 
Contest closes Sept. 30, 
1927. No letters will be returned. 


women’s clothing, or attain success as a singer, a historian, an 
occultist. Unless conflicting signs reveal themselves in your 
individual chart, you are likely to make a success of life in 
anything dealing with these special fields. 

Another interesting case of two highly successful men of 
totally different occupations who were born under the same 
sign might be that of Nicholas Murray Butler, the noted edu- 
cator, President of Columbia University, and Clarence Darrow, 
the great criminal lawyer. 

Mr. Butler was born on April second; Mr. Darrow on April 
eighteenth. Thus they both fall under the sway of Aries, 
ruler of all those whose birthday occurs between March twenty- 
first and April twentieth. 

The natives of this sign have a wide scope of activity open 
to them, wider at least than that of people born under most 
of the other signs. 

They have an abundance of energy, are born leaders and 
are highly perceptive and idealistic. They fulfill themselves 
most truly in life when their work gives them the feeling that 
they have inspired others. 


R. BUTLER, the President of Columbia University and 

for long a figure in national politics, is generally thought 

to represent a conservative and somewhat capitalistic trend of 
belief. He is to all intents and purposes a reactionary. 

Mr. Darrow, as most people know, is a pronounced radical, 

a scorner of old traditions and out- 

moded methods of thought. His 
| is a fluid and free philosophy, 
the exact opposite of Mr. Butler. 
Yet both men are allied in a far 
more fundamental thing. Both 
have the faculty for leadership and 
for public life, both have high sin- 
cerity, and both feel that the mes- 
sage they bring is an inspiring one. 
Merely different manifestations, 
you see, of the same essential spirit. 

I have said that the natives of 
Aries have many occupations open 
to them in which the planetary 
signs of the year of their birth per- 
mitting, they may hope for high 
success. 

Not only the professions of trial 
lawyer and teacher are theirs, but 
also such varied callings as surgeon, 
soldier, chemist, writer of text 
books or informative articles, ath- 
lete, architect, constructive artist, 
promoter, detective, or lecturer. 
With their penetration of mind, 
their immense energy, and their 
ability to lead, they have many 
chances for success if they follow 
the influences of their guiding stars. 
But they, just as much as those 
ruled by the other signs, engage in 
a hopeless battle if they undertake 
a work for which they are not 
4 suited by planetary influence. 


Kathleen Norris, the novelist, | 


was born on July sixteenth, and 

is therefore a native of Cancer, 

the ruling sign of all those whose birthdate occurs between 
June twenty-first and July twentieth. 

If you are a native of Cancer, the chances are you are 
tenacious and sensitive with a great love of home and those 
close to you. You have a quiet and formidable persistence. 
Perhaps it is your sense of household duties and the comforts 
within four walls that fits you for such tasks as keeping a 
public place for guests, whether it be a small tea-room or a 
towering hotel. This same instinct would make a man an 


excellent sea-captain, or insure his success in any occupation 
connected with the sea, since a ship has something of the 
quality of a well-stocked home about it. 

You should be a good housekeeper if you are a woman, and 
your natural taste should permit you to be a dealer in antiques 
or rare curios if you desired. Professionally you could act, 
but only in the emotional vein. 


You could write, design 


An interesting planetary rule is 
afforded by the study of Sagittar- 
ius. This is the governing sign of those born between Novem- 
ber twenty-first and December twentieth. 

Dr. S. Parkes Cadman, the well-known clergyman who has 
a vast radio audience, was born on December eighteenth, and 
therefore comes under the guidance of this sign. 

Like other natives of Sagittarius, he must therefore possess 
insight and fidelity. He must have great self-reliance and a 
sense of the prophetic. Allied to that, is a strong feeling for 
law and order. 

I.do not know Dr. Cadman’s early history, whether or not 
he went directly to the ministry and to his particular type of 
ministry without swerving. If so he was fortunate, for while 
the natives of Sagittarius can attain unusual success in the 
right field, theirs is a curiously uncertain temperament, with 
some indications of vacillation. They very seldom know what 
it is they should aim at, and of the [Continued on page 108] 
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Why Louise, you selfish thing! Don’t you know that couch is a two-seater? 
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Poeed by Alma Bennett 
Mack Sennett Comedies 


Wy be wise,” asks Alma, “when it 
pays so much better to be foolish?” 
ich leads us to ask if Mother Eve, 
whose gown was a fig leaf, would consider 
Jocelyn’s fine feathers wise or foolish 


ense 
or 
Nonsense? 
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history repeats itself look who's going to 
the most fascinating woman the world ever heard of. Now maybe we'll find 
out how so popular a lady as Helen had time to lead a “private life” 


j 
\ 4 
j 
“Private Life of Helen iq 
hee 
47 


Fold the “Pose 


ow would you like to be seen in “Quality Sereet™ holding an umbrella over Marion Davies 
incidentally holding the fair lady protectively in your arms? Conrad N as nd arora 
blessing the M.- .G.- M. director who was discerning enough to yell, “Hold it 
a few more feet of film 
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HE first spoke to me one glorious 

sunny morning when I gallantly 

picked up the books she dropped on the way to school. 
The heel of my right bare foot was bound up with a piece of 
bacon rind to relieve a “stone bruise” and I accented the limp 
as I moved away. 

All that morning I scribbled the name of “Maybelle Small” 
in the back of my geography. She was blue-eyed, had taffy- 
colored braids and wore a gingham dress and spring heel shoes. 

That evening at dusk when she came down Back Street 
with a pitcher for the next day’s supply of milk, I was covertly 
watching at the corner and when she passed I was hanging by 
the toes of one foot from the hitching rack in front of McCor- 
mick’s livery stable. 

If she saw me, she gave no indication. That night I did not 
join the boys under the Court Street electric light to play “Go 
sheep go.” I sat in the gloom of our back yard on a nail keg 
drawing strange hieroglyphics with a great toe in the dirt. 

“What are you sitting out there moping about?” called 
grandma from the sitting room. Poor, dear grandma! She never 
knew the anguished pulsings of the first great puppy love. I 
dragged off up-stairs to bed to fitful sleep. 

Morning came as mornings have since the dawn of creation 
but to me it was just another day. There were plates of crisp 
brown fried mush, my favorite dish, and a soupy hash on the 
breakfast table in the kitchen, but I did not eat and my manner 


Odd McIntyre, 
resting at home, 
dreams of an old 
sweetheart of his 
and of a time 
when he wore a 
youthful high hat, 
rode a velocipede 
and fell in love 
uith Her 


ew 


I wanted only to sit and dream. Grandma 

noticed it and must have been slightly worried for she 
ordered some sorghum from Ed Houck, who came to take the 
grocery order, and I knew that that night she would begin 
dosing me with sulphur and molasses. 


was listless. 


HAT morning on the way to school I stopped in at Mr. 

Ford’s grocery and spent twenty-five cents of the weekly 
wage I received for driving cows to and from pasture for what 
seemed to me the most elegant pencil box I ever gazed upon. 
It had a shiny finish, and two chubby angels floated out of 
clouds as a decorative touch. It was called “The Eureka.” 

As I passed her desk I left it on top. And until recess time 
I looked out the window at the budding apple trees and green 
hills dappled with sunshine, thinking that I had never heard 
the chirp of birds sound so sweetly. 

Returning from recess, my dreamy world collapsed again. 
On my desk was the pencil box with a note reading: 

“Thank you very much but my mother does not allow me 
to accept presents from boys. It is very beautiful.” 

That afternoon I played hookey from school and buried my- 
self under leaves near the covered bridge on the lower river 
road. I wanted to be alone with my grief. 

I fashioned the notes to be found on the river bank when my 
body was recovered from the pitiless currents. I remember 
that one read something like this: [Continued on page 131] 
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cA Wife's Own Story 
of Tangled Love 
In “Marriage 


How 
My Story 
Began: 


SHOULD have 

realizedthat 
Jimmy Saunders 
loved me back in the 
days when he and 
Bert Graham were 
college chums and I was just little 
Sallie Cook, a school girl. But I 
didn’t and when Jimmy left college 
at the end of his sophomore year 
I hardly thought of him again. 

Two years later I married Bert and by the tsme Jimmy 
came home from his wanderings, a wealthy man, Bert junior 
was five years old. Having no family of his own Jimmy 
insisted on spending his money on us and everything was going 
beautifully until I went with him to look at a bungalow he 
was going to rent. Jimmy and I found out that day that 


our old affection for each other was as strong as ever. I 
should have sent him away then but for fear of hurting Bert 
we agreed to let things drift 


That was a mistake 


NE thing has puzzled me a great 
deal during the year that has 


passed since then, and it is a ques- 
tion that I have often heard talked about 
in real life, as well as in novels and plays, 
but never clearly answered. Can a wo- 
man really care for two men at the same 
time? A lot of married women, and 
women who are not married too, I guess. 
have asked themselves that question and 
been unable to answer it. 

In my case the circumstances may 
seem at first sight to be ordinary enough, 
but they were not. Here I was, married 
to Bert. caring for him deeply, caring as 
much as a mother could for our boy, 
who was now six. I was sorry that Bert 
couldn’t earn a bigger income, no matter 
how hard he tried, yet I made the best 
of what we had, never complaining in 
any way that would discourage or hurt 
him. 

I’m not trying to create sympathy for 
myself, but I can honestly say that I 
was a good wife to Bert, and did my best 
to make him happy, even though, for a 
woman who is young and attractive it is hard at 
times never to have any money to spend on herself, 
any pretty things to wear, any chance to enjoy 
the pleasant things of life. But I said, “If it is 
hard for me, it is hard for Bert too.” 


"THES along comes Jimmy Saunders, happy-go- 
P lucky Jim, Bert’s best friend, with close to a 
- million dollars, eager to spend it in showing us 
both a good time, eager to make us, and himself, 
happy. I know that when Jimmy and I went into 
the little bungalow down at the shore that day, 
to look it over because he was thinking of renting 
it for the summer, he had no more idea of what 
was going to happen than I had. We both knew. 
of course, that we were fond of each other and 
had been, for years. Jimmy always joked about 
it, saying Bert had “stolen his girl” while he was 
away making his fortune, but we knew he didn’t 
mean anything serious. Jimmy’s friendship for 
Bert was a very real thing and always had been. 
And yet, when we came out of that quiet bunga- 
low, and Jimmy locked the door, we both realized 
that everything was different, and always would 
be, from then on. He helped me into his machine 
without looking at me. He seemed queer and 
quiet and ashamed, not a bit like his usual laughing 
self, the friend I liked so much. 
I didn't feel like laughing either, knowing that we both had 
to go back and face Bert as though nothing had happened. 
Neither of us, I am sure, would ever have done anything 
deliberately to hurt him. That may seem a queer statement to 
make, but I mean it. I honestly believe “that both Jimmy 
and myself felt closer to Bert at that moment than we ever 
had before. We jelt as though we had injured him in some 
way and ought to make it up to him as best we could. 
It was six o'clock when we reached home, and I got Bert 
junior from the superintendent’s wife, who had been taking 
care of him, and we went up to the apartment. Big Bert 
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hadn't come in, so I hurried to get dinner ready. 

Jimmy stood at the kitchen door and looked at me, 
his eyes like hot coals. 

“I’m a rotter,” he whispered. “I can’t stay. And 
yet you know I'd never have kissed you if I hadn't 
loved you from the first. All these years. And I love 
Bert, too. He's my friend, my pal. And I guess,:in a 
way. I've done him the greatest wrong that one 
man could do another. Made love to his wife. If 
you say the word I'll go blow my brains out!” 

“Go into the living room and sit down, Jimmy,” 

I said, “and quit talking such nonsense. A nice 
thing to do, blow your brains out, at your age. 
with all your money and everything.” 

“Then I'll go away now, and never come back. 
never see you again.” 

‘How do you expect I could explain that to 
Bert?” I asked. “I think I hear him at the door, 
now. If you have any idea of going away, you 
certainly g¢an’t do it tonight.” I'd just finished 
speaking when the door opened and Bert came 
in, smiling, a little package in his hand. 

“Hello, folks,” he said, “One of the boys at the 
office just got back from Cuba. He brought me 
a bottle of real Bacardi rum. Thought we'd all 
have a cocktail, before dinner. What do you say?” 


E HAD the cocktail and everything passed 
off just like any other evening. When I had 
finished putting littie Bert to bed and went back 
to the living room, Jimmy was urging Bert to give 
up his position with the construction company and 
go into business for 
himself. 
“Til put up the 
cap u,” he said. “I 
want to do something 
really worthwhile for 
you and Sallie—some- 
thing more than just 
buying the kid a few 
toys. Why shouldn't 
I, with all thai 
money?” 
Now Bert, as I 
have said, is a South- 
erner. And_ proud. 
Too proud, I’ve seme- 
times thought, to get 
along well in these 
hard-boiled days. 
“I'm mighty glad, 
Jimmy, that you've 
made your pile and 
have nothing to worry 
about,” he said. “But 
Sallie and I aren't 
looking for charity, 
you know. All right 
buying little Bert 
og That's _ I heard Bert's step outside and a moment later 
pleasure and we ap- the door opened. I was surprised and frightened 
too, because there was a terrible look on his face. 


preciate it. I’m even 
willing to sponge on I slipped the letters into the desk as he came m 
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you (to the extent of spending a month at your bungalow this 
summer, since you've asked us.” He laughed, then, and 
stopped to light his pipe. “But you don’t want to go into 
the contracting business, Jim old boy. You're just suggesting 
it out of the kindness of your heart, to help me along.” 

That was true enough, and Jimmy admitted it 

“Of course I am. Why shouldn't I? I'm not figuring to 
lose anything by it.” 

“You've always got to figure on losing, in business, Jimmy. 
I may believe I could make a go of contracting, in a small 
way, but I can’t guarantee it. Nobody can. Business is a 
venture, always. And much as I should like to take a chance 
I don’t care about doing it with your money. You keep that 
stake of yours locked up in the safe-deposit box and clip 
your coupons. Then you won't have to lie awake nights, 
worrying. That's what I would do, in your place.” 

Of course Jimmy tried to persuade him and they argued 
about it until after eleven o'clock, but all Bert would agree 
to do was to consider the matter, and maybe take it up, if he 
could get some other people with money to come in. He 
might form a company, he said, some time, and if Jimmy 
wanted to buy a few shares, well and good, but he wasn't 
going to let him in for any large amount. 

“Contracting work runs into big figures,” he said. “We’re 
building a concrete bridge right now that’s costing a couple 
of hundred thousand. There are smaller jobs of course, but 
shoals of little contractors, local men, Italians and the like, 
are ready to take contracts on a small margin of profit. The 
big work is what pays, and for 
that you need a lot of money. 
I'll get up some figures, when I 
have time, and show you what 
I mean.” And that was all that 
was ever done about it. 


IMMY didn’t come to see me 

the next day, although he 
telephoned. He said he was 
busy, signing up the lease for the 
bungalow, moving his things 
down. It was a Friday, and he 
wanted to know if Bert and I 
would come down the next day, 
Saturday, right after the office 
closed, and spend the week-end. 
It was hot in town. he said, and 
he thought we'd all enjoy it. 

He seemed gay and cheerful 
again, just like his old self. He 
made no reference in any way 
to what had happened, and naturally neither 
did I. Life is like that. You just go on 
and do the little things that come day by 
day as a matter of habit. And all the while 
each of us knew that the other was wonder- 
ing when we would be alone again. I was 
trying to avoid it. I didn’t ask Jimmy over 
when he telephoned, although he lived just 
around the corner, and he didn’t suggest 
coming. But I am afraid we both knew 
that no matter what we did, another time 
would come, and the terrifying thing about 
it was that I also knew as soon as that 
moment came it would be exactly like the 
one before, down at the bungalow, a flaming 
mad moment that we would both regret as long as we lived. 

As I look back on it now, I think it would have been 
better had I let Jimmy go away. It might have looked 
queer to Bert, with his plans for the summer all made and 
everything, but in the end it would have saved us all a 
terrible lot of suffering. At least it might have. I don’t 
know. Sometimes I think I am a fatalist. No matter what 
you do, it never seems to matter. 

Take that week-end. Bert was very gay and lively when 
we started out, unusually so for him. Things had been going 
well at the office, and he got home earlier than he expected. 
He brought me a big box of candy which was something he 
hadn’t done in years. And because of his thought of me, I 
devoted myself to him all the time we were at the shore, and 
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Well Might allie Graham 
Have ried: 


“Oh, What a Tangled Web We Weave 
When First We Practise to Deceive” 


“I'll put up the money,” 
Jimmy said while urging 
Bert to go into business for 
himself. “I want to do 
something worthwhile for 
you and Sallie” 


never allowed myself to be alone with Jimmy 
one minute. Jim realized it, too, and helped me. 

When Monday morning came, and we were 
all ready to drive back to town, it was so hot, even that early 
in the morning, you could scarcely breathe. One of those 
heavy, muggy days that usually end in thunder showers. And 
just because I'd been so devoted and made him have such a 
good time, Bert did the very thing I was hoping he wouldn’t 
do. He suggested that little Bert and I, instead of driving up 
to the hot city right away, might as well spend the day at 
the shore and come up in the evening, when it was cooler. 

I started to object, but Bert grinned at Jimmy and said he 
wasn’t trying to unload his family on his friends but didn’t 
Jimmy think it a good idea. And of course there wasn't a 
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thing Jimmy could say but yes. So the two of them drove 
off, and I took little Bert and went in for a nice long swim. 

It was lunch-time when Jimmy got back, and I thought he 
seemed rather quiet and depressed. He had bought a steak 
and some lettuce and tomatoes on the way down and we 
had a delightful lunch. In the afternoon we took little Bert 
for a long drive, until the clouds began to pile up im the north- 
west and sent us racing home again. 

The storm broke sharply about half past five, but it only 
ri lasted a couple of hours and by the time we’d had supper the 


moon was shining and the air was cool and fresh, with a 
lovely breeze blowing. Little Bert had gone to sleep right 
after supper—the long hot day had tired him out—and we 
decided to let him rest for an hour before we started back to 
town. So Jimmy and I went and sat in the garden back of 
the bungalow to enjoy the breeze, and watch the moonlight 
on the water, and tried for a moment to talk, and then found 
ourselves in each other’s arms kissing each other just as 
hungrily and desperately as we had before. 


GOT up, after a time. I don’t know how long it 

was. Moments with Jimmy seemed to fly like mad, 
and I put my hands against his cheeks and knew, 
because they were wet, that he had been crying. 

“It’s got to stop, Jim,” I said, and started toward 
the house, but he caught my hand and dragged me back. 

“Sallie, sweetheart,’ he said. “I’m not a bad man. 
I want to do what is right. But it seems to me, at 
times, that I can’t live without you. Just can’t go on 
living, I love you so. What can we do?” 

“Nothing,” I whispered. “I love you, too, Jim. 
When I’m with you I feel as though I never wanted to 
leave you. But when I’m with Bert and my boy, I 
want them too, want to do for them and make them 
happy. And if I keep on 
this way, I’m going to 
make them very mi 
It’s got to stop.” 

“If it does, I guess I'll 
stop too,” Jim said. 

I looked up at him. 

“What do you mean by 
that, Jim Saunders?” I said. 

“T mean that I can’t go 
on, not seeing you.” 
“You're going to see me, 
but not alone 


me again, held 
me against 
him. 

“Sallie darl- 
ing,” he whis- 
pered, “we 
didn’t plan to 
be alone to- 
night, did we? You tried 
to go back to town.” 

“Yes,” I said. 

“Then, if I stay around, 
how are we going to help 
being alone together, once 
in a while. You can’t re- 
fuse to come here. If you 
did, Bert would want to 
know why. The only thing 
for me to do is go away.” 

“Where?” 

“I don’t know. What 
difference does it make, just 
so I stop bothering you?” 

“You ‘aren’t bothering 


I sat and listened to Bert and Jimmy argu- 


ing about my husband's future plans—just 
as I had on other evenings, just as though 
nothing really terrible had happened want to do what’s right.” 


| Continued on page 92] 
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There are No 
SECOND © HANCES 
in -Marriage—I Know 


(San Again 


-- ND now life is going to begin again,’ I said, as I 
A walked out of the dusty stifling atmosphere of the 

divorce courts three years ago. Marvelously good 
the world seemed to me on that bleak January afternoon; 
marvelously prodigal of potentialities. I was twenty-five. I 
had many friends, and many interests, work that I loved, 
enough money for enjoyment, but not nearly enough to make 
me blasé, enough of success to be self-confident, little enough 
for me to realize how many fields remained unconquered. The 
best of everything seemed in front of me. It was the second 
chance for which I had yearned so long, and at times so hope- 
lessly 

I dined that evening with a friend very much older than 
myself, who for many years had been held and was still held 
to a marriage from which love had passed 

“You're very lucky,” he said to me. “You're getting what 
nearly all of us ask for and so few of us ever get, the oppor- 
tunity to begin your life again while you are still young enough 
to profit by your experience. You can start afresh now as 
though none of this had ever happened to you.” 

That is what it appears to the world that I have done. That 
indeed was what I myself thought I had done until I met the 
girl whom, in these pages, I shall call Beatrice Shaw. 

She was very young, eighteen or nineteen it may have been. 
Not more certainly. 

I shall not make any attempt to describe her to you. What 
of personal charm, after all, is to be conveyed by even the 
most detailed of descriptions? Would you see her any the 
more clearly were I to tell how the light flaxen hair curved 
over the small round shingled head, or how the light came 
and went in the cornflower blue eyes? There are so many 
girls with shingled heads, light flaxen hair and cornflower blue 
eyes, so many girls to whom such a description would be appro- 
priate, and Beatrice Shaw was not like any other girl. At 
least to me she was not 

We met at one of those receptions by which a jaded hostess 
settles her obligations of hospitality towards the massed pile 
of her acquaintances. There is no grouping, no selection, only 
a list that has to be worked through somehow. And they are 
tediously the same. You are received by the wan smile of a 
small, tired, harassed-looking woman 

“Ah, dear Mr. So-and-so,” she murmurs, “how nice of you 
to come!” 

“How charming of you to have invited me,” you answer 


HERE is nothing for either of you to say and after a 

moment's silence she will wave a perfunctory hand to- 
wards the background. “You know everybody here,” she 
will suggest, which is both untrue and a dismissal. Or else 
you are introduced inaudibly to the nearest unattended female 
and left to find in her society what pleasure you may. 

Such was my nieeting with Beatrice Shaw. 

There was a mumbling of names and we were left alone, 
complete strangers to one another, completely ignorant of one 
another’s friends, interests, or positions, left there to discover 
for ourselves such points of contact as might exist between 
us. It would have been a difficult moment had not one been 
faced with it so often. 

| was just about to make the opening move of the conven- 


tional conversation, when something in the expression of the 
girl’s face stayed me. Something, I do not know what, made 
me feel that I could not begin talking to this girl as one does to 
any casual stranger, of the weather, the latest play or the 
length of time for which we had known our hostess. 

I think that at the moment she must have felt very much 
the same. At any rate, we found ourselves smiling at onc 
another, with the friendly smile of two conspirators, refusing 
to play the social game in accordance with its official rulings 

“If you ask me,” she said, “on which day I’m going to 
Ascot, I believe I'll scream out loud!” 

The rest of the evening was a prolonged enchantment. I 
can remember very little of what we talked together, and even 
were I able to remember, I doubt jf our actual words would 
seem in retrospect to have much significance. At such moments 
they rarely have. They are simply channels. 

Nor can I recall the name of a single one of the guests. | 
was unconscious of the presence in the room of any one beside 
ourselves. That ebbing murmur of innumerable conversa- 
tions seemed as remote and impersonal as the music in a 
restaurant 

Once it seemed our hostess was standing close to us asking 
herself if it were not her duty to rescue us from ourselves, 
to separate us with some alien introduction, wondering no 
doubt whether we were boring each other more acutely than 
were the others of her guests. But I refused to catch her eve 


NCE, too, | remember being asked whether I would not 
take my companion down to the dining room where there 
were refreshments 

“Yes,” I said, “of course, with pleasure.” But I did not go 
I looked at her interrogatively. “Are you hungry,” I said, 
“because if you aren't don’t you think it’s more comfortable 
up here?” 

Twice quickly her head was nodded. “Not a bit hungry.’ 
she replied. “And there are sure to be only hard chairs in a 
dining room. We might as well stay here.” 

We spoke jokingly of not being hungry and of preferring 
easy chairs. We would not admit to ourselves that it was 
simply because we wished to be together that we did not go 
downstairs. We knew that once down there we would become 
separated. 

Gradually we became conscious of an emptying room. 

“In five minutes,” I said, “they'll begin turning people out.” 

We rose to our feet and standing there looked each other 
in the face. We hesitated; there was something to be said 
between us could we find the right words for saying it 

“When are we going to meet again?” I said at last. 

She looked me in the eyes, straight, as the girl of today does 
look at a young man, unwaveringly, meeting him on his own 
ground. 

“If you're not doing anything more amusing,” she said, 
“you can take me to a dance next Wednesday. You can? 
Fine. I'll be ready for you at ten.” 

I had asked for a second chance and here I had it. Mirac- 
ulously life had been begun again. My heart was beating and 
my mouth was dry as I closed the front door behind me on 
Wednesday night and walked down the steps of my house to- 
wards the taxi. I looked at my watch. It was thirteen min- 
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utes to ten; in five hours or so, after the dance, 1 should be 
standing again upon that doorstep. But in what mood should 
I be standing there? Within those five hours momentous 
things might well have happened to me. At that moment I 
was not in love. I was attracted but I was not in love. Be- 


fore I stood there again as likely as not I should be. Within 
five hours for all I knew Beatrice Shaw and happiness might 
have become for me synonymous terms. 

And it was exciting, perilously exciting to feel myself upon 
the brink of such high adventure. 


“Never again, perhaps,” 1 told myself, “shall I see these 
houses and this street as I see them now, for it will be a differ- 
ent person who will be seeing them.” 

And then suddenly I remembered, how once before I had 
gone thinking the same thoughts and to another meeting. 
Once before I had said to myself: “Never again shall I see 
these trees, these houses, this shining lamp-lit road as I see 
them now.” Once before I had stood in the early hours of 
the morning on the threshold of a doorway knowing myself 
to be changed utterly from the [Continued on page 106], 
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from the very depths of that dream world 
which lies deep in every girl. It is the true 
story of my soul. 

It began that lovely morning in late August when 
the postman got off his bicycle and handed me a 
letter over our front gate. I looked at it a long 
time before I could believe it was for me because 
I had never had a real letter before although I was 
seventeen years old. 

Then I carried it up our garden path, into the 
parsonage to father and mother. Father is the 
minister in the little vine-covered church at Dean- 
ville and we live in the parsonage right next door. 

Father was in the parlor which is the study; 
mother came in from the kitchen. Father took the 
letter and studied the envelope. There it was in big 
bold handwriting on the loveliest, violet-tinted paper. 

Miss Theodosia Dean 
Deanville, New York 

Father closed the Bible with the pages of his 
sermon in it before he spoke. 

“Yes! It must be for Theodosia, Mother!” 

I took the letter from father. I couldn’t wait 
any longer to tear open the envelope. What I read 
was this: 


“Dear Theodosia, 

Malcome and I want you to spend the whole 
of September with us. Spread Wings is beautiful 
now. We have a houseful of people and I can 
promise you a gay time. Plenty of golf, boating 
and dancing. I shall look for you Wednesday on 
the four o’clock train. Cousin Seth will meet 
you at Tarrytown with the car. 

Yours always, 
Sallie Manning.” 


Well! Of all the unexpected things!” Mother said. “Sallie 
Manning!” 

For five years Sallie Manning had been a household word in 
our family. She had called at the parsonage just once, five 
years before, and had left a memory ineradicable. 

I still had a vivid mental picture of her, red-haired, impulsive, 
dashing, diessed exquisitely. She had just been married then to 
Malcome Manning; and she had come to have tea with our 
Cousin Dosia from the city. For a whole hour they had been 
shut up together in father’s study, Sallie and Dosia. And then 
Sallie Manning had driven away. And in such a car! ~ All 
lined in satin with roses and silver fittings; a chauffeur in 
livery, two beautiful ecru-colored chow dogs with a footman 
to make them behave. It was as though a meteor of prismatic 
glory had flashed across our simple lives. 


sk is the true story of my own love, written 


Oh, I remembered Sallie Manning very well indeed! 

“Do you think she remembers me?” I asked, fearful lest 
the letter and the invitation should vanish leaving me with a 
bright dream faded. 

“Of course!” answered mother. “Hasn’t she invited you 
to visit her?” 

“She saw you, daughter, when she came here five years ago 
to see Cousin Dosia!” said father slowly. 

Father is like Moses, very meek and charitable, but he 
always hesitates a little before he mentions Cousin Dosia’s 
name. 

You see Cousin Dosia is only a second cousin.~ She is rich 
and beautiful and lives in a splendid apartment on Park Avenue, 
all by herself. She is what they call petite, a little pink and 
white blonde, all done up in chiffon. The dearest, most help- 
less-looking little thing you ever saw! But Cousin Dosia, 
though she looks so little and pretty and helpless, has two 
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divorces and she has been in ever so 

many unfortunate scandals. And, 

after each one, her nerves give out; 

and she has to take the rest cure. She 

was here, after her first divorce, five 

years ago, to rest up and that was 

when Sallie Manning came to see 

her. Now, after her second divorce, 

she had planned on coming to see us 

and rest up again. Then she suddenly changed her mind, and 

went to Europe with some friends. : 
Mother never refuses to take Cousin Dosia in. off the for Cousin 
“It is sweet of Sallie Manning,” said mother, “to think of tall saw was a slender young man with a 

our little Theodosia, after all these years.” She paused by 

3 nt afraid sol wa rigi 


anxiously. “Can we manage it, father? It will be such a , Po 3 
liberal education for our Theodosia.” up to him and said, “I am Theodosia Dean and I'm 


I was so afraid they wouldn’t let me go I cried out: looking for Mrs. Manning's car™ 
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“Oh, please, please 
don’t say no!” 

“Of course, we can 
manage it, wife,” said 
father firmly, opening 
the Bible again. Father 
believes in going right 
ahead on faith, and let- 
ting God do the rest. 

“I mean about her 
clothes.” . 

“Oh, I have plenty of 
dresses, mother,” I 
urged. “‘There’s my Sun- 
day dress and _ every- 
thing.” 

The letter was written 
Monday and this was 
Tuesday. The dashing, 
impulsive hand-writing 
told the story; for Sallie 
Manning lived in a world 
where impulse was the 
motor-power that moved 
all things. “And tomor- 
row is Wednesday!” I 
exclaimed. 


HERE wasn’t time 
to write. So, after 
mother said that I could 
go, I went to the tele- 
graph office and sent a 
wire to Sallie Manning. 
“T accept your kind in- 
vitation with many 
thanks. Theodosia 
Dean.” 

I had to have a travel- 
ling dress and mother 
gave me her itinerancy 
frock. It is made of 
navy blue serge and 
mother was married in it 
eighteen years ago. 
Father was an itinerant 
Methodist minister then 
and every three years he 
had to seek pastures new; and mother always wore her navy 
blue serge for the journey. Then father’s health gave out and 
they let him stay right here in Deanville because he was born 
here and all his fathers before him. 

I felt very smart in my blue serge coat and skirt when we 
started out that Wednesday morning. We live way back on 
Staten Island and father had to drive me from the parsonage 
to the ferry, and across, and up to the Grand Central Station. 
Spread Wings is a magnificent old place on the Hudson back 
of Tarrytown. We knew all about it from the pictures Cousin 
Dosia had shown us. 

Sallie had written that Cousin Seth would meet me at the 
train, so when I got off at Tarrytown. I looked for him. But, 
all I saw at the station was a magnificent blue touring car 
with a monogram on the door. By its side stood a slender 
He was very sun-burned, but he had a pleasant 


young man 


The man with Tam- 
ma Toka was Seth. 
My Se:h. He spoke to 
Sallie and his voice was 
husky. “Go back to 
your room, Sallie. What 
are you doing here at 
this hour of the night?” 
His face was crimson- 
dark and his eyes 
glowed like fire, but he 
didn't say a word to me 
face under all the tan and I wasn’t afraid of him. I walked 
right up to him. 

“I am Theodosia Dean,” I said, “and I'm looking for Mrs. 
Manning's car.” 

He smiled. 

“This is Mrs. Manning's car. Will you get in?” 

E WAS so nice and kind that I did what must have 
seemed a bold thing to him. I got right up in front 
where I could sit next to him when he drove. 

And still he watched the train as if he were expecting some- 
one. “She isn’t here, that’s certain.” he said at last. He got 
into the car, took the wheel and we started 

He was the nicest young man I had ever seen 

“Pardon me, if I did not catch your name,” he said. 

“I am Theodosia Dean.” I said and smiled at him. 
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Not Dosia Dean!” he said and he seemed awfully surprised. 


“Dosia is my cousin,’ I said with dignity, for there was 
something in his voice that hurt me. “Sallie Manning, Dosia’s 
friend, has invited me to spend a month with her.” 

He gave me a quick, startled look, and then he looked straight 
ahead with the queerest expression on his face. “I see!” he 
said. “I wouldn’t have thought it.” But what it was that he 
would not have thought, I didn’t know. 

Presently we entered a gateway, guarded by stone lions. 
Enormous trees hung over the gravel road and made an arbor 
of loveliness. On each side, stretching far beyond, lay fields of 
living green. 

I sat very still with my hands in my lap, thinking how 
pleasant it was to sit next to him, and how nice it would be 
if he had not looked so surprised when I told him who I was. 
There was a pleasant little ripply feeling in me. Though I 
did not know it, for girls never do know what is really happen- 
ing, that little feeling that went through me was the beginning 
of love. It was the first stirring of that deep emotion that 
was later to warm my heart into flame. 


UT I was only an innocent child who had never had more 

than a passing thought of love and I did not dream that 

this was the way love comes. As for him, after that one ques- 

tion he did not take the slightest notice of me. I wanted him 
to, but he didn’t! 

We wound through magnificent woods that sheltered lakes 

and singing birds. I could see pastures of fleecy sheep, and 


hills stretching far away to touch the sky. Finally, we emerged 
into a driveway, bordered with autumn flowers and stopped 
before a great mansion. 


I knew from the way it spread wide 


The U7 nexpected ‘Romance 


of a Little 
ountry Mouse 


and lay back in its nest of awnings and shade trees, 
that it was Sallie Manning's home, “Spread Wings.” 

As we stopped the young man spoke to me again. 

“I am Seth Noble, Sallie’s Cousin Seth, you know. 
You might as well call me Seth, everybody else does.” 

“And you may call me Theodosia.” I said it with 
so much dignity that he laughed. 

“Is that what they call you at home?” 

“No, they call me darling at home, but, of course 
that would not do here.” 

“Of course not,” he agreed, but he laughed again. 
“You'll do!” he said. “You're Dosia’s cousin, all 
right.” He was still laughing as he helped me out 
and led me into the house. ‘Here, Sallie!” he 
called. And down the big staircase came Sallie 
Manning just as I remembered her, hair flaming 
red, face brilliantly beautiful, and the loveliest gown, 
but something in her eyes was different. She looked 
as if a cruel wind had blown across her beauty, and 
her eyelids were red as though she had been crying. 
But she held her head proudly and her lips smiled. 


_ HIS is Theodosia Dean,” said Seth, and it 
seemed to me that he said it queerly. 

Sallie stopped short on the lowest step. 

I went right up to her an¢ held out my hand. “It 
was very kind of you to invite me to visit you. 
Father and mother want me to thank you.” 

Sallie looked down at me with a puzzled expres- 
sion. My hand still lay in hers, and Seth stood 
watching. Down the great hall came a big stout 
man with loose, baggy-looking eyes, and a big soft 
mouth. As he joined us, Sallie said, ““Malcome, this 
is Theodosia Dean,” and I knew that this man with 
the weak face must be Malcome Manning, Sallie’s husband. 

“Dosia’s little cousin,” explained Seth in a low voice. 

Malcome laughed outright. They all stared at me, perplexed, 
amused, startled. And I saw it then! Sallie Manning had 
meant to invite Cousin Dosia, and not me at all. They had 
looked for Dosia with her gaiety, her flirtations and her 
divorces, and not for a simple little country girl like me. 

Sallie was still holding my hand. “I am very glad to see 
you, Theodosia,” she said. 


T FIRST I was so confused that I wanted to turn right 

around and run back home. Then I thought of the lovely 
lakes, the wide lawns with their glimpses of strutting peacocks, 
the broad verandas, the tennis nets that I had seen on the 
brown-bark courts, and of Seth who had sent the little ripples 
of joy running through me. 

“IT do hope you'll enjoy it,” Sallie went on. “We are all 
married couples.” I thought she sighed. “We're gay but if 
you've gone much in Dosia’s set you'll understand.” 

Her laugh was hard but she meant it to be kind, and I saw 
that she had forgotten me and how we lived, down in the 
country! She thought I had been living with Cousin Dosia. 

Before I could tell her that I was used to married couples, 
having always lived with father and mother in the parsonage, 
a maid came and took me up the grand staircase to my room. 

And such a room! It had been all fixed for Cousin Dosia 
in the most beautiful shade of orchid with dressing tables, and 
mirrors, and a bed that might have been slept in by Marie 
Antoinette, all eiderdown and orchid satin pillows and lace. 

At the window there was a long reading chair, and by its 
side a table with dainty enamel [Continued on page 138] 
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Mailed as an 
Infant Prodigy 


WANIFRED e)TONER 


Tells for the First Time 
What Happens in ‘Real Life When 


A Wonder G hild Green Uy 


when they grow up? Do they fulfill their early prom- 
ise? Or does their precocity cause more harm than good? 

The editor of this magazine was curious on these points and 
that is why I am writing this article. For years, you see, I 
was hailed as a “wonder child”. You can well imagine that I 
have long since grown tired of that term, but now that I am 
twenty-four and grown up ! can tell you from my own experi- 
ence what has happened to onc long-suffering prodigy. 

Those of you who remember back a dozen years may recall 
the magazine and newspaper 
articles about me at that 
time. But it is quite possible 
that most of you are more 
familiar with the most recent 
and unpleasant publicity 
about me in the newspapers. 
One headline read: 

“Coffee Bean Sends 
Stoner Love Aground— 
Former Child Genius 
Couldn't Make Good 
Breakfast Drink and 
Separation Resulted.” 
And over reproductions of 

my photographs the heading 
continued : 

“At Eight She Could 
Speak Eight Languages 


D ID you ever wonder what happens to youthful prodigies 


author at 

m 3, already a 
wonder child; at 
12, teaching her 
own class; and 
at 16, in the 

movies 


and Read Cicero—But Her Inability to Make Coffee 
Broke Up Her Home at Twenty-four.” 

Another big headline read: “Brains, Bah! I Hate Em!” 

Reading those cruel newspaper headlines you would easily 
be led into believing that my early attainments did little to fit 
me for the real business of life. But those headlines and the 
stories under them were not true. I can make coffee and I 
can manage a home. When you have finished this article I 
shall leave it to you whether I have made a success of life or 
not, and you can judge, too, how much my early training had 
to do with it. 

Please believe I am not trying 
to show you how smart I was 
when I tell you that university 
professors said that my attain- 
ments, at twelve, would do credit 
to a col- [Continued on page 116) 


as Bright as She Is? 


A 2 Winifred Stoner could write her own 
name, at 4 she knew Latin declensions, 
at 7 she published a book of one hundred 
jingles, at 8 she spoke eight languages, at 12 
she was the author of twelve books. She says 
any child properly trained can equal or surpass 
these achievements. Did you? Can your child? 
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Winifred Sackville Stoner, II 
ere you have the “Wonder Child” grown up. Surprising picture, isn’t it? You would 
naturally expect to see a young woman with a thin, studious, pale face, wearing thick- 
lensed, horn-rimmed eye-glasses. But Miss Stoner’s physical development was not subordi- 
nated to her mental training. Her athletic accomplishments almost equal her intellectual 
ones. But she tells you that she is physically fit because she never over-exerted herself, and 
she warns women against too violent exercise 
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This Gir/ 
Played Football 
with a 


Man's Heart 


in the hotel window across from State’s campus, listening 
to the varsity song swelling through the crisp November 
evening to the old tune of “Tammany”. 


|’ WAS rally night before the big game and I was standing 


“Varsity, Varsity, 

“First you get your little sign, 

“Then you smash right through the line. 
“Varsity, Varsity, 

“Buck ’em, pung ’em, crash ‘em, pass ‘em! 
“Varsity!” 


A solemn silence followed the song. Then the campus, 
aglow with red, green, blue, and yellow torches, exploded into 
a roaring cheer for “Touchdown” Carpenter. He was State’s 
captain. 

After the din dwindled down, Touchdown’s great voice 
boomed through the night, making my heart beat like a drum. 


His words rang out like a battle cry sounding the attack. 

“We've got a clean slate this year. We've got the greatest 
fighting football team in the country. We mean to give State 
a championship tomorrow, her first, but not the last. The 
team needs you fellows tomorrow more than ever. You've 
been behind us to a man all season. What about tomorrow? 
Let’s hear from you fellows now,” he cried. 


“DEAT Carleton! Beat Carleton! Beat Carleton!” the an- 

swer roared from a thousand football frenzied throats. 
Hand clapping crackled over the campus like musketry; the 
student band blared into the university anthem, “State For- 
ever” and throbbing voices poured the mounting song into 
the night. 

“State Forever” stirs and thrills you like “Dixie,” “The 
Marseillaise’” and “Over There.” When the song ended | 
felt as worked up over State’s hope for victory against Carle- 
ton as any student on the campus. It was as if I had heard 
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I rushed down the aisle screammg at the top 

of my voice, “A kiss for a touchdown, Pep!” 

The stands took up my cry and it went thun- 
dering across the field 


our national anthem played before a battle! The old spirit 
of victory or death flamed through my blood. I determined 
not to risk our chances of winning the big game by keeping 
the date I had made with Touchdown. 

The great ring of torch-bearing collegians expanded, burst 
apart, and scattered away to Forest Hall for the rally dance 
while I waited for Pep Palmer, State’s star quarterback to 
whom I was practically engaged, to come for me. He came 
shortly, bristling, a chip on his low, wide shoulders. 

“I know all about your scheme of meeting Carpenter on the 
sly, Vida. Well, you do it over my dead body. The big 
rummy’s told some of the players. Guess he thinks it’s a 


With Drawings 


from Life By 
€. SODERBERG 


great joke beating my time. I bring you-down here for the 
game, and you give me the air for him at first sight, eh? 
Not much!” he said, and there was bitter anger in his voice. 


“7 WON’T keep the date with Touchdown if you promise not 
to start a fight, Pep.” I answered. I was awfully upset 
over the mess I'd made of things, and angry at the idea of Car- 
penter’s broadcasting our date. He hadn't seemed that type. 
“All right then, see that you don’t,” warned Pep, ‘or State’ll 
be minus a captain or a quarterback tomorrow.” 
We walked the rest of the way to Forest Hall in a strained 
silence that seemed.all the more tense and heavy because of 
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the cheering and music in the night. 
I wanted to tell Pep that I'd been 
very foolish, flirting under his nose 
with Carpenter, but we were in the 
hall before I could make up my 
mind to do so, and the next moment 
we were dancing with the crowd. 

We had hardly taken five steps 
before I saw Touchdown coming to- 
ward me. I looked the other way, 
hoping to escape him but Touch- 
down shoved his huge frame through 
the dancers as if they were chaff. 
Even on the ballroom floor there was 
much of the football player about his 
every move. A moment later his 
big right hand caught Pep’s arm 
from behind. 

“Breaking,” he said. 

My heart jumped into my mouth 
at the way Pep stiffened and turned 
red at the other’s touch. For a 
moment I was certain he was going 
to make a scene. Cutting was the 
rule at State dances. It would be 
terribly embarrassing if Pep refused 
to break, and Touchdown resented 
it. But, after what seemed an eter- 
nity of agonizing suspense, Palmer 
surrendered me to his rival with a 
look that said he was only doing it 
to keep his promise to me. 


moment Carpenter danced 
me into the crowd I jumped on 
him for broadcasting about my date 
with him, telling him flatly I had no 
intention of keeping it now. He 
stood all my abuse in silence which 
made me surer of his guilt. 

“The reason I broke on you and 
the boy friend so quickly was to put 
you right on this matter. I figured 
it had gotten to you wrong or would 
pretty soon,” he said. 

I almost lost step at his words. 
Did he have an explanation that 
would excuse him? Suddenly I 
hoped he did. Where a moment ago 
I was ready to condemn him, I was 
now eager to find grounds to for- 
give him. 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“T mean that a smart Aleck named 
Frank Massey on the scrubs over- 
heard us planning our date, and 
spilled what he heard to some of the 
fellows in the shower room. When 
it got to me I gave Massey a pair 
of prize black eyes.” 

“Oh! Touchdown, I’m so glad,” 
I said. It had come rather hard to 
think of a big, fine chap like Car- 
penter as the caddish sort. “Of 
course Pep got it that you had told 
the story. And he has threatened 
to row with you if you rushed me 
any more. He’s all set to start a 
fight tonight if I go off with you. 
I made him realize that State had-to 
win tomorrow, and it would never do 
for you two to scrap. He promised 
to keep a stiff upper lip if I kept 
away from you.” 


“Here's Pep,” cried Touchdown, the glory of 
face. With the yells of the crowd ringing in my 
cried, “You heard me, didn't you, dear old Pep”” 
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victory shining through the dirt of his scarred 
ears 1 held out my arms to both of them and 
“Yes, Vida,” he said, “And you really meant it?” 


“And, here we are,’ Touchdown said, 
and then after a strange little silence: 

“So, I don’t get even a few minutes 
alone with you, Vida, and I'd counted a 
lot on a whole half hour of you!” 

“Tt’s best for State’s sake tonight, don’t 
you think?” But, I was weakening under 
the intoxicating flattery of his words. He 
had counted a lot on a whole half hour 
of me! 

“It would be something if only I could 
have a whole dance, Vida,” he said, “But. 
I see a man getting ready to cut in on us.” 


P was not in sight. We might risk a 
few moments, the rest of the dance, in 
a corner, or a hallway off the ballroom. 

“There’s a little lounging room off that 
hall,” he said nodding at a door in which 
direction he suddenly danced me. 

“Do you see Pep?” I asked anxiously. 

He shook his head. The next moment 
we were slipping through the door, and 
down thethall. Touchdown bowed me into 
a small, luxuriously furnished lounge where 
shaded lamps cast dim light. 

“T must fly when the music stops,” I 
said. 

He caught my hands saying: “Nothing 
like you has ever happened to me before, 
Vida.” 

“Old flatterer, how many other girls 
have you said the same thing to?” I asked. 
Nevertheless I was thrilled by his words. 
For I was under his spell then. 

“Tomorrow’s my last game of football. 
Let it speak for your influence,” he said, 
and drew me toward him. 

It was not that I didn’t want him to 
kiss me. Given the right place and the 
time I would have welcomed it although I 
knew we were both only enjoying the thrill 
of a flirtation. 

“T think the music’s stopped,” I said 
trying to resist Touchdown. But his 
strength was like a limitless force drawing 
me to him. 

“Won’t you kiss me just once, Vida, so 
I can remember in the game tomorrow?” 


IDDINESS swept over my body, but 

my brain kept straight. ‘Tomorrow, 
after the game, I'll kiss you once for every 
touchdown you score—” 

“What’s that!” broke in Pep Palmer. 

His voice sent icy chills up and down 
my back, and a sensation of panic over- 
whelmed me. I don’t know how I ever 
managed to turn and face him. Pep was 
coming straight for Touchdown, his face 
white with fury, and his jaw set hard. 
Something gleamed in his right hand. It 
was a key. Then I realized the door was 
closed; locked no doubt by the key Pep 
flashed! I ran at him, determined to stop 
his mad rush. 

“Pep! Pep!” I cried, under my breath 
so people outside would not know what 
was happening in the little lounge room, 
“remember your promise. Don’t start a 
fight !”’ 

“Promise!” he snarled. ‘That doesn’t 
go now, not after you’ve broken yours. 
What do you think [Continued on page 123] 
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Another 
Thrilling 


cA merican 
Girl 5 

ecAdventures 
in the 


Land 


oSheiks — 


: Flame and I faced about and 

saw a gleaming line of horse- 

men advancing. A little army 
of Arabs ready for battle! 


HEN I left school in America to join my 

father in Algiers I looked forward to it 
as a land of romance, but little did I think that 
I, Eve Marley, would ever be involved in such 
adventures as awaited me. 

I had not been in Algiers long when a caravan, 
led by El Rani, the Akbar of Tiflis, who was con- 
ducting Diane Decasse, a French dancer, to the 
Sultan of Mascar, stopped at my father’s house 
for rest and refreshment. With the caravan was 
Burke O'Neal, an Irish soldier of fortune, known 
as Flame of the Desert because of his red hair. 

He tried to force me to marry him but I had 
seen him making love to Diane and refused. 
His threats to run away with me frightened me 
so that I sought the protection of El Rani whom 
I thought was all powerful. He promised me 
safety but he betrayed his trust and tried to 
make me one of his harem. Flame O'Neal 
helped me to escape, but through fear I lied to 
him about my real feeling for the Arab. He left 
me alone in the desert where one of El Rani’s 
servants found me the next morning. I thought 
Flame O'Neal had come back for me and I was 
dumbfounded when I saw who it was. 
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El Rani prostrated himself in the dust hike a slave 
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the implacable eyes of Ahmed Kassim. That moment 
fillled me with something like stupefaction. 

It was not because of the long-barrelled pistol that he held 
levelled at my head. Rather it was my dismay at finding that 
the horseman I had believed to be Burke O'Neal, the Flame of 
the Desert, was in reality Kassim himself. 

A thousand thronging questions whirled in my weary brain. 
How had Kassim regained possession of his garments? 

But one thing at least was clear if I could read the message 
in those dark, gleaming eyes. He had captured me, and he 
meant to take me back to El Rani once more! 

Not even the horrors of the desert, of thirst and hunger 
beneath the merciless sun, seemed as terrifying as that thought. 
Madly, on impulse, I determined to make a dash for my free- 
dom, in spite of that levelled pistol barrel. 

But even as I gathered the reins of my horse, Kassim’s 
hand shot out and caught the bridle. The next moment he 
had flung around my shoulders a leather strap that pinned my 
arms helplessly to my sides. 

He accomplished it without a smile, without a change of 
expression and just as impassively he hooked a snaffle to the 
bridle of my brave little mare, and wheeling, began to ride in 
the direction from which he had come. 

It is needless to tell what was in my heart at that abject and 


I THE hush that precedes dawn upon the desert 1 faced 
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swift defeat. I think the courage went out of me, and I 
resigned myself to the destiny that seemed inevitable with 
something like Oriental fatalism. 

With my arms bound I sat on my horse as if in a stupor, 
ind Ahmed Kassim did not trouble himself to speak. As the 
sun rose we rode across that wilderness of sand, following a 
course that twisted and wound through the hummocks and 
ridges. It seemed to me that Kassim chose his direction by 
some miraculous sense. 


LTHOUGH we had ridden scarcely an hour and at a slow 

pace, I was certain we were near the encampment of El 
Rani! I realized then that in my torturous wanderings during 
the night after Flame O'Neal had left me, I had gone round 
in a circle and all but returned to the place from which I had 
escapec 

Kassim, in his loyalty to El Rani, had probably gone forth 
secretly to see if he could discover me, and his expedition 
had been crowned with success. 

We were now following a kind of ravine, where huge hum- 
mocks cut off everything except the sky from our vision. In 
the back of my mind there lay a dull dread, but I was too 
tired to think, too hopeless to resist. We made our way for a 
quarter of a mile further, and climbing an ascent, saw the 
palms, the oasis, the tents of El Rani’s men, lying at our feet. 

The sun was up, but the light had not yet attained the 
burning brilliance of day. I saw women kneeling about the 
cooking-pots, men caring for the animals, the usual stir of a 
caravan making ready for the day. 

Kassim lifted me from my horse and summoned one of 
the men to take the horses. Then gripping my arm tightly, 
he half led, half pushed me forward. Miserably my eyes 
roamed over the scene. I saw the tiny structure that had 
been my cell, and the great striped tent that must house 
El Rani himself. 

Curious eyes looked at me, men started and stared 1 
heard the shrill, excited chatter of the native women as they 
saw me, but at a gesture of authority from Kassim they fell 
silent. 

I went forward and sat where he indicated. A native woman 
brought me food, and I ate ravenously, knowing I must keep 
up my strength. AS I sat there, for the first time I realized 
what a dismal picture I must make, with my torn and wrinkled 
clothing, my tired eyes and disheveled hair. 


A ND it was at that moment that I looked up and saw a 
4% man striding past me. He was in cool white linen, and a 
pith helmet hid that flaming thatch of hair that had given him 
his nick name. With his Oriental garb discarded Flame 
O'Neal looked strong and straight and powerful. In his very 
stride there was a kind of proud and unshaken confidence. 

| looked at him helplessly, scarcely breathing, and his bright 
blue eyes met mine. They gave no sign of recognition. The 
next moment he had gone. 

I sank back, trembling and unhappy. He had been my 
friend, my one protector in this camp of armed and savage 
men, and I had destroyed his faith in me. I had thrown away 
the gift of his love! 

But then I told myself that I had had no choice, that I 
had had to save myself from him, too. What else could I 
have done? Perhaps I did admire him, but how could he 
expect to rush me into marriage when, after all, I knew next 
to nothing about him? Besides, when he had taken Diane 
Decasse in his arms, how could I tell that he didn’t mean to 
be equally treacherous in his dealings with me? 

In spite of these arguments the fact remained that my 
spirits were at their lowest ebb. At a gesture of command 


from Kassim, I rose to my feet and followed him. In an- 
other moment I was before the tent of the chieftain. I tried 
to turn back, but Kassim had caught my arm. While I 


waited, sick with fear, a Nubian, evidently a slave, stole into 
the tent, returning in an instant to salaam profoundly before 
Kassim. Without another word, Kassim thrust me inside. 

\ dishevelled couch stood against the tent wall. Near it 
stood a brass tray where coffee and a plate of fruit had been 
placed. El Rani, the Akbar of Tiflis, looked up frowning, 
ind met my eyes. As he did so the frown turned into a 
swift smile. He leaped up and came towards me. 

You are late,’ he whispered, “but you are here and you 


shall never escape from me again as long as you live!” 

I had no plan in mind, and it must have been inspiration 
that prompted my next action. In the folds of my clothing 
lay the black, automatic revolver which Flame O'Neal had 
put into my hands. In a flash I had my fingers around the 
butt of it, but it was not at El Rani that I aimed it. I put 
it against my own breast. 

“If you take a step towards me,” I said, “I'll kill myself!” 

He must have read the frenzied determination in my eyes, 
and in my yoice, for he remained where he was, only smiling 
his thoughtful, cryptic smile. 

“It would be a great pity if you did anything so foolish,” 
he murmured. “And it will not be necessary for the moment.” 
With a gesture he invited me to partake of the food before 
him, but I shook my head. 

As if nothing at all had happened, he sat beside the tray 
and commenced his meal. 

“Girls and women,” he remarked in almost conversational 
tones, “are not permitted to be present at the meals of their 
lords. However, you are new to our customs, and therefore 
I shall not punish you. But in time you too will have to 
observe this custom.” 


GRIPPED the revolver in my hands, daring to breathe a 
little more easily. I had not won any decisive victory, but 
my small triumph gave me added courage. 

All at once, a tiny, fragile cup slipped from El Rani’s fingers 
and rolled to the floor at my feet. With a muttered apology 
he stooped to pick it up. As he rose, it seemed as if an 
electric force swept through his body. Like lightning his hand 
shot out and closed on my wrist so tightly that I gave a 
cry of pain. Then with a cruel twist, he made me drop my 
revolver to the floor. Holding me fast, he looked into my eyes. 

“You little fool,” he said softly. “Why struggle further? 
It is only in struggle you will find misery.” 

I did not answer him, but the truth was that my courage 
and my resistance were almost at an end. If Burke O'Neal 
had not given me that cool, indifferent look a few minutes 
before, I might still have had the spirit to fight, however 
hopelessly, but now it seemed to me as if the very fates were 
arrayed against me. 

I felt El] Rani’s arms around me, I saw his face bend close 
and closer to mine. 

There was a sudden interruption. A voice from outside 
the tent of the chieftain suddenly broke in upon the silence, 
the flap was thrown aside, and a slave came in. After him 
followed a bearded man in the robes of a dignitary. El Rani 
released me, and his dark eyes flashed upon the newcomer. 

“Who ‘is this?” he asked in an Arabic dialect that I was 
able to understand. “Who disturbs El Rani when he is with 
one of his women!” 

But the newcomer, proud as El Rani himself, made no 
apology. 

“I am Nardir the Faithful,’ he answered, ‘who serves the 
Star of Heaven, the Sultan of Mascar!” 

“So! And what is it you wish with me, Nardir, who also 
serves Mascar?”’ 

“My !ord, the ruler of my life and death, has sent me with 
an escort to enquire into your delay. He awaits you hourly 
in the walled city, and is anxious for your welfare.” 

It seemed to me, even in that hour of desperate anguish, 
that I was able to distinguish the overtones of irony in the 
Arab’s voice, but if they were there, El Rani ignored them. 

“The caravan is even now on its way,” he said. “In three 
days we will be in the walled city.” 

The envoy bowed again. “Then I shall bear you company, 
guide your bearers through the pass, and see that all things 
needful are accomplished.” 


E eyes of the two men seemed to meet in a duel. El 

Rani, with a shrug of his shoulders, appeared to submit 

to the demand made by Nardir. He clapped his hands, and 

in another moment a huge black appeared at the entrance to 

the tent. I saw El Rani motion towards me. The black man 
bowed low, then caught my arm and dragged me out. 

In that instant I knew I was saved, this time by the inter- 
vention of circumstance. Saved for the while at least. El 
Rani had not dared disobey the commands of his Sultan, 
however veiled they might be in the [Continued on page 84] 
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There was a bitter smile on his fine mouth. My heart 
mitting the last truth of all 
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misgave me, but I could not tell him. Some force stronger than myself kept me from ad 
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happens to me from now on. 
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HOSE sheik hus- 
bands—j’ever hap- 
pen to have one? 


Nothing really criminal 
ubout them! Never com- 
mit anything that would 
land them in the divorce 
court. But everlastingly 
ogling and smirking and 
boasting about their con- 
quests. You know the 
breed. Like that Fred 
Simpson, for instance. 
How often you've won- 
dered how Esther Simp- 
son could stand that man’s 
monkey-shines. Smart- 
cracking waitresses, calling 
the stenog “cutie.” hint- 
ing that he has to carry 
i: gun to hold the ladies 
off. It must make Esther 
feel like thirty cents, even 
though she knows Fred 
would fall in a fit if one 
of the girls called his bluff. 
But she stands for it. 
Most women stand for it. 
What else can they do? 

Once in a blue moon, 
however, there’s a_ wife 
who won't stand for it. 
Then she does something 
that makes history. No, 
I don’t mean the regular 
rough stuff, like sending 
boxes of poisoned candy 
or shooting up the love 
nest. Something different 
that has never been on the 
books 

Something like Mildred 
pulled. 

Mildred certainly didn't 
look as if she’d pull any- 
thing. She was a small, 
gentle woman with a heart 
shaped face and big, timid 
blue eyes. Mousey hair! 
Mousey ways! Not pretty, 
but sweet. 

Most sweet women are 
sticky. They start doing 
it when they're young and 
don’t know when to stop. 
But Mildred wasn’t that 
kind. Her sweetness wasn’t 
1 surface frosting. It was 
i friendly simplicity that 
went clear through her 
She liked everyone and 
trusted everyone. Can you 
imagine anything like that 
marrying a millinery sales- 


‘ou only have to take a look at this wonderful picture of 
Elsie Robinson to understand why she knows what goes on 
im the hearts of men—as well as women. You girls will 
get a good laugh out of the piece she has written on this page 
about the taming of a Sheik 
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man of all men on earth? 

You know what a sales- 
man is, of course, but did 
you ever meet a millinery 
salesman? One of those 
roving Romeos that go 
around selling French mod- 
els, made in Hoboken, to all 
the old girls who are run- 
ning hat emporiums out in 
the sticks—where the girls 
don’t see a man outside the 
barber or the undertaker or 
the high school principal 
once a_ year. Naturally 
when something in snappy 
tweeds comes along they call 
out the village band to 
show their appreciation. 
And does it make the 
esteemed visitor think well 
of himself? Oh, nothing 
like that! 

That was the sort of cir- 
cuit Eugene Bragg covered, 
and at that, perhaps, he was 
worth a small brass band. 


E WAS six feet tall 

with one of those 
“Chocolate Soldier” shapes 
which were popular 
twenty years ago. He had 
arrived a few years too late 
to wear a_ spread-eagle 
mustache but you felt it 
lurking in his mann-r. He 
had very large, round, brown 
eyes, wavy brown hair, 
small feet and he held his 
chest out when he walked. 
He had one topic of con- 
versation, and one only— 
himself. 

And Mildred worshipped 
him. 

Husband worship is al- 
most as obsolete as droop- 
ing mustaches but Mildred 
had a perfect case of it. 

She was twenty-one when 
they were married, a drab, 
slender little thing with 
adoring eyes. She had been 
working in The Elite Drug 
Store. Eugene stopped over 
the week-end to show his 
line to Miss Abbey Farley 
who ran the millinery store 
next door. Miss Abbey was 
one of the few blanks in his 
list of customers. He faced 
a dull Sunday until he saw 
Mildred. 
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ROBINSON Tells of a Timid Wife 
Whose Husband Was a Lady Killer 


She wasn’t the kind that Eugene usually fell for but there 
was no one else in sight so he decided to take a chance. It 
wasn’t hard to meet her but he had a good deal of difficulty 
in persuading her to go buggy riding with him down the River 
Road that night. But finally she consented 
and from the moment they started she 
proved to be the perfect audience which 
Eugene had craved all his twenty-nine years. 
He was so thrilled at hearing the uninter- 
rupted flow of his own voice for three whole 
hours that he stayed over and proposed to 
her the next night. They were married on 
his return trip. 


ILDRED couldn't believe that anything 
so perfectly wonderful had happened 
to her. 

The night he proposed to her, she knelt 
down before going to bed, in her high necked, 
outing-flannel nightgown, and thanked God 
for His goodness. 

For the next ten 
years she continued to 
thank Him. As time 
went on she removed 
the collar from her 
nightgown and cut out 
the sleeves. But she 
never changed her 
mind about Eugene. 
She always felt that 
he was too good for 
her, until that night 
—but that’s getting 
ahead of the story. 

Nobody else felt 
that Eugene was a 
cause for thankful- 
ness. He didn’t drink 
or smoke to excess 
and he was always a 
steady provider. But Petes 
outside of that he By 
was about as near a €DWARD BUTLER 
total loss as 180 
pounds of human 
beef could well be. . 

He continued to travel for the same millinery house, selling 
hats and promoting romance on the side with poor, starved 
females in hick towns, the man-hungry females to whom Mr. 
Eugene Wilfred Bragg was the yearly revue and annual orgy. 

I don’t honestly believe that the orgies amounted to much. 
Maybe a chocolate sundae at the Elite and a ride in the town 
surrey, or a rented flivver, when flivvers came along. Perhaps 
a hand squeeze, now and then. But Eugene was by nature a 
cautious kid. He never took any chance of getting himself into 
important trouble. He liked to talk like one ef our main crim- 
inals but he always played safe. That's the kind of a guy he was. 


UT Mildred didn’t know that was the kind of a guy he 
was. She was too busy thinking Eugene was a blessing from 
on high to analyze him. And when he began telling her what 
a hit he made with the ladies along the line, she simply took 
it as another indication that she wasn’t good enough for him. 
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He'd come home from his trips and there she'd be waiting 
for him, actually fluttering with joy. She'd have everything 
fixed up like the Fourth of July, all the stuff cooked that he 
liked best to eat and his house robe and slippers laid out for 
him, and a couple of detective books 
so he could rest his massive brain. 
And then she’d prepare to worship 
him for the three or four days he was 
home. 


E WAS good enough to her. That 

is, nobody ever saw him strike 
her or lock her up in the woodshed, if 
you can call that being good. I guess he 
felt he needed to treat her pretty good 
so she'd last, for she was certainly his 
best audience. She'd sit there for 
hours listening while he told her what 
a heart wrecker he 
was, how he’d dated 
up Miss Flossie 
Bean for a little 
supper, and how 
he'd sold Miss Ev- 
elyn Blake twice the 
number of hats she 
needed just because 
she couldn't resist 
him and how the 
Widow Smith had 
practically asked 
him to elope with 
her. There he’d sit 
and spill a line like 
that, and “Milly” 
would listen to it 
all and wonder how 
she was ever going to hold him in 
the face of all that competition. 

Any other woman would have 
busted the bread-board on that empty 
head of his or walked out and let him 
Eugene Bragg was tell it to the dictaphone. But not 
one of those roving Milly. She just listened and wrung 
Romeos who sold hands see 

metimes, after he’d gone, her 
hats and pr ropes friends would find her crying her 
FOMENES OS eyes out, but they never could get 
her to say a word against her hus- 
band. Even when they openly commented on the way he was 
carrying on, she’d spunk up and say that dear Eugene wasn’t 
to blame. Women simply hounded him and he couldn’t resist 
them because he hated to hurt their feelings. Imagine! She'd 
look them square in the eye and say that she understood 
Eugene and there never was a dearer husband! 

For ten whole years Mildred continued to understand Eugene 
and Eugene continued to play the field and talk about it after- 
wards. Ten years didn’t make much of a difference to Mil- 
dred. She. had been sweet and shy and shining when she mar- 
ried Eugene at twenty-one. She was still sweet and shy at 
thirty-one, but she didn’t shine as much. Thanking God for 
your blessings, and then wringing your hands for fear you'll 
lose them, doesn’t tend to preserve that complexion you love 
to touch. There were lines about her [Continued on page 101] 
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HEN I came home, to my small 
W ince “The Box,” with its acre and 

a half tucked away among the large 
estates between Greenwich and Stamford, I 
found it empty, deserted and cold. My 
dogs were still there, and their old deaf 
uttendant Miller, who was gardener, care- 
taker and everything else. But Lucy, my 
wife, to whom I had been hurrying from 
half across the world, was gone. 

‘Where's Mrs. Starr?” I asked gruffly but with 
a feeling of death at my heart. 

I dunno,” Miller shouted as though I were 
the deaf man. “She went, let’s see, ‘twas maybe 
about eight, nine months ago.” 

Where did she go?” 

“Dunno. How can I tell? Don’t you know? 
She didn't leave me no address.” 

In the hall upon the little black table was a 
stack of letters, telegrams and cables, nearly all 
addressed to Lucy and nearly all from me. 

Some months ago Lucy had evidently tired of 
waiting for me and had gone. I was crushed, but 
I did not altogether blame her. I never did have 
the harem idea that my wife was my property like 
a horse or a dog. Even these could be stolen. 

But where could Lucy be? 

At the bottom of all the piled letters and cables lay an en- 
velope addressed to me in Lucy’s handwriting. The note it 
contained was brief. It read: 

“Leonard, I am going away for good. You know why. Lucy.” 

That was all. I knew why! But rack my brains as I 
would, that was exactly what I did not know. Was it because 
I had not taken her with me? What else? Surely, my ill- 
ness was not a crime. 

I had to go out into the kennels among the dogs to feel the 
throb of life about me. Otherwise, still weakened as I was, I 
felt I could not bear the disaster that had overtaken me. 


“Did you know that I'd been sick?” I asked Miller. 

“Naw, how should I know?” he shouted. 

-“Then how was it you stayed after Mrs. Starr left?” 

“Well somebody had to take care of the dogs,” he yelled. 
“Then, I had a little money saved up. I don’t need much.” 


ILLER had stayed, but Lucy had gone. I entered the 

4 kennels and the dogs that remembered me began leaping 
about me, barking in a joyous fury, licking my hands, my face, 
demanding attention. The new ones, born since I had left, 
soon followed the example of the others and came to make 
friends. Somehow I never had any difficulty in making dogs 
mv friends. It was my only gift. I grinned down at the 
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With Drawings 
Life 
By G. PATRICK KC ELSON 


bounding mass of dogs and my face twisted involuntarily. 
Abruptly I left the kennels and stumbled toward the house. I 
might easily make a fool of myself by breaking down entirely. 

From the weiter of emotions that weighed upon me only 
one idea emerged: I must find Lucy. 

The man who had brought his bride to “The Box” three 
years earlier—that Leonard Starr, was I in reality that man? 
Lucy! I saw her now with her dancing, sparkling eyes, her 
free impulsive nature, her ardent love. We had met on a 
steamer and were married after a courtship of three weeks. I 
remembered how she glanced about the quiet, silent little 
house, then murmured, with her hands upon my shoulders: 

“If ever you stop loving me. Leonard, I don’t know what 


The tory 


of a 
Man's Faith 
in a 
Woman Who 
Doubted 


My heart stood still 
asWolverine bounded 
to Lucy and began 
to lick her hand. 
Lucy? It couldn't be! 
Yet it was! I lifted 
4 finger to my lips to 
caution her to silence 


CPA 


I shall do. Life wouldn’t be worth uving without you.” 

A kiss then could bring us both bliss, cure all ills and drive 
away all morbid fancies. What worlds of suffering I had 
undergone since that day when every tree, every shrub and 
leaf seemed to rustle a welcome and a blessing upon our 
happiness. Happiness! Now, two years later, I felt broken 
and shattered. Lucy was gone! 


| Pergo? out to the kennels again and got Wolverine, my 


own magnificent police dog. I must have something living 
and my own in the house. Then I began to pace the small 
forlorn rooms that had once seemed to me so cozy and bright. 
Wolverine lay upon the hearth-rug and watched me with 
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_ HE dog leaped to the bureau, seized the shpper and stood regarding me. “By 
George, I think you'll do it,” I cried. “Let's go, Wolverine, back where you came 
; from.” The wonderful dog, slipper in mouth, bounded to the door 
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searching eyes. Deep within me a voice seemed to be saying 

“I shall, I must find her. She must tell me the reason for 
her action. Was it another man? It certainly was possible 
for a woman to love a better man than I. Was it because I 
left her alone? But how could I help that? Did she not know 
I was an engineer and could not take my wife to all the 
rough places where my work lay?” 

Yet simultaneously with these thoughts I realized I was 
arguing against air. If only I had not gone to that beastly 
country. If—if—if—but it had looked magnificent. Brazil 
was about to extend its railway system along the Paraguay 
frontier to Corumba. Together with other engineers, English 
and American, I was sent down to Rio Janeiro. It was a 
great life, for a time, hanging about Rio in hotels and cafés. 

We had all thought the entire stretch of country had already 
been surveyed and was ready for the work of building to 
begin. It appeared, however, that the long section of unhealthy 
jungle was still to be explored. The other men flatly refused 
to undertake it. There was a namesake of mine among them, 
a Leo Starr from Delaware, who almost accompanied me, for 
the sake of our name as he said, but frankly refused because 
he was having too good a time where he was. I, like a fool, 
had said I would go and could not draw back. I dared not 
write Lucy of my decision. I simply wrote her I was going 
up country for a bit and that communication might be difficult. 

Then, what happened explained to me why the other men, 
more experienced than I, had refused to go. About midway 
in the jungle not far from a hole called Miranda I fell sick with 
the fever. The natives of my expedition fled like the cowards 
they are and I lay for months hovering between life and death, 
out of my head most of the time, in an Indian hut, with 
nothing but Indians to look after me. How I survived is a 
miracle, but I got well finally, made my way back to Rio and 
after repeated cables to Lucy, to which no answer came, I 
sailed for home. 


A‘ HOME I found all my cables stacked on the hall table, 
and Lucy’s note, an emptiness like death, but no Lucy. 
She had ceased to believe in me. I, however, still believed in 
Lucy. We were both victims of some terrible mistake. 

“How are we going to find her, Wolverine?’ I said to my 
dog. Wolverine lifted her muzzle from her forepaws with 
alert eyes, then sank down to rest again. 

Suddenly I decided I must go to New York. Loneliness 
unnerved me. I had had too much loneliness. I must think, 
and I was hungry for crowds of human faces. Perhaps among 
the faces I might descry the one face! How I stared at all the 
women in the train, in Grand Central Station, in Fifth Avenue! 

I went into the office of the trust company where Lucy 
and I had had a joint checking account. Here might be a 
clue. I had always dealt there with a Mr. Clark, one of 
the many vice-presidents. 

“Hello, hello!” said Clark. He was suave, kindly, gray- 
haired and businesslike. “Quite a stranger, Mr. Starr! Sit down.” 

I spoke of the small trust fund left me by a benign grand- 
father who had also left me “The Box,” and of my checking 
account. When did Lucy draw her last check, I meant to 
ask. What I said was: 

“Let's see, when was the last check drawn against my 
account ?”” 

“Last check?” said Clark, pressing a button. “Johnny,” 
he turned to an approaching clerk, “get Mr. Starr’s card out 
of the trust-funds file. Starr—S-t-a-r-r. Leonard, is it? Also 
his checking account.” Then Mr. Clark chatted of the weather, 
ending abruptly with: 

“You've been away?” 

“Yes. South America. Had a bout of fever there—laid 
up for a time.” 

“Ah, ah, I see,” Clark murmured sympathetically. The clerk 
deferentially deposited the documents before him and tiptoed 
away. 


" N! YES. Last check—drawn by Mrs. Starr about— 
weil, nearly eight months ago.” 
“Where?” I almost whispered. 
“Drawn to cash—why, right here in the bank, I presume. 
Nothing wrong, I hope?” 
“No. No, nothing!” I muttered and made to rise. 
“Don’t hurry, Mr. Starr. What—let me see, you live out 


on the Stanwich Road, if 1 remember rightly, don’t you? 
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“Yes.” 

“If it’s a fair question,” smiled the banker genially, “what 
do you do there to occupy yourself. Golf, eh?” 

“No, not golf. I’ve got a lot of dogs there, a sort of hobby 
of mine.” 


“DREED ’em?” he asked. 
“Yes, breed ‘em, raise ‘em,’ I grinned 

“Ever sell any?’ he asked with the instant indoor man’s 
curiosity about animals. 

“Once in a while, but I just like dogs around.” 

“I see, I see,” mused Clark. “Come to think of it, I like 
‘em myself.” 

“Most people do, Mr. Clark.” 

“Would you sell me one? A nice collie—friendly, clever— 
you know.” 

“Why, yes, if you like. But what kind of a home is the dog 
going to have? That has a lot to do with it.” 

“Oh,” he frowned, “afraid we won't be kind to the pup and 
that sort of thing?” 

I think I flushed like some poor schoolboy. I never made 
myself quite clear. 

“No, no,” I stammered. “I don’t mean that. What I 
mean is, dogs are sensitive. It isn’t every dog that fits every 
home, or every person. There's a kind of—” 

“A kind of affinity between the right dog and the right 
people, you mean?” 

“That’s it!” I said. “You see, dogs are meant to make 
people happier. There must be no suspicion between them. 
Friendship on both sides. Only a very few people like all 
dogs and that is because they understand ’em.”’ 

“You for instance?” he smiled. 

“Yes, I understand them.” 

“Well, look here. You live on the Stanwich Road; I live 
in Rye. Suppose the wife and I ran over in the car—shall we 
say Sunday morning? Good!” 

I rose eager to escape into the outer air. Offices, walls, 
oppressed me. Outside in Fifth Avenue I was again scanning 
the faces of all women among the passersby for Lucy! 

That banker Clark probably saved my life. Certainly my 
sanity! But for him my mind would have kept revolving 
about finding Lucy, and to have but one fixed idea, and no 
other, is the way to madness. But Clark saved me from 
shattering my mind upon that query. 


E CAME and bought his dog, not a collie, but a French 


poodle named Flute, which I recommended as more amus- 
ing and more suitable to his overheated house. A month later 
he told me: 

“It’s a funny thing, Starr, but I don’t know what we should 
do now without Flute. We've been a little sad, you know, 
since our little girl died a year ago. We're not likely to 
have any more. Flute has simply livened up the whole house. 
I guess my wife wouldn't part with him for five thousand 
dollars.” 

Clark spoke to others and almost before I realized it 1 
was selling dogs right and left. 

In this manner it was that I met Wilson. He was tal!, 
somewhat florid and overfed, but I am bound to say good- 
looking and full of vitality. All his great body seemed to be 
straining to catch every particle of life’s pleasures. 

He announced that he was desirous of obtaining a dog for 
his wife. 

“A nice dog,” he said, “would be company for her and I’m 
told you have some bully ones. A woman needs a dog even 
more than a boy does. Got to have something to pet, some- 
thing to scold; you know. 

“Suppose,” he continued persuasively, “you bring round a 
specimen of dog, not too little and not too big, eh?” He gave 
me an address in Park Avenue. “How about five o’clock 
tomorrow? That all right?” 

I took a wire-haired terrier on chance. Like many a wife 
of an exuberant man, Mrs. Wilson seemed gray and care- 
worn, watching her husband's flow of vitality with eyes at once 
pleased, sad and uneasy. 

The terrier, Shandy, began to spin like a top, chasing his 
own tail, leaping at rings of cigarette smoke and, generallv 
endearing himself to Mrs. Wilson. [Continued on page 97} 
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OMETIMES I 
S wonder if I really 

am a “mender of 
broken hearts,” as they 
call me, or if I’m not 
merely an authority on 
the etiquette of court- 
ship and marriage. Be- 
cause, after all, what is 
it that breaks the hearts 
of all you boys and girls 
who write to me but the 
ignorance and lack of 
consideration in those 
you love? 

Your letters pour in 
from cities and villages 
and places that aren’t 
even on the map, and 
each one asks a differ- 
ent question. And you 
ask those questions be- 
cause you don’t know 
the proper thing to do. 

“Shall I call him up 
first, or wait for him to 
get over being mad?” 

“If I give him a silver 
cigarette case for Christ- 
mas, will I look foolish 
if he gives me only a 
book?” 

“I can’t afford to take 
a girl to theaters and 
cabarets, and shouldn't 


By -ACADISON 


For example, here is 
a sentence that I fre- 
quently come across: 

“When I’m out in a 
crowd of boys and girls 
I get tongue-tied. If 
there are people who at- 
tract me, I blush and 
feel ill at ease if they 
speak to me. I’m con- 
sidered good looking and 
I know I could be popu- 
lar if only I weren’t so 
self-conscious.” 


HE first thing I al- 

ways say is: “Be your- 
self,” and the second is: 
“Forget yourself.” Peo- 
ple aren’t paying half 
the attention to you that 
you think they are. If 
you don’t believe that, 
just listen in on the con- 
versation of various 
groups. You'll find them 
talking about them- 
selves and their own af- 
fairs, grasping at every 
chance to tell you their 
ideas, their ambitions. 
They want you to listen. 
And if you're self-con- 
scious it’s because you're 
thinking about yourself 


I tell her that I can’t too much. 
right from the start?” Instead of thinking 
Those are only a few of the questions you put up to me about yourself, think about the other fellow. Try to make 


and I always try to tell you to do the thing that is kind and 
in keeping with good social practise. 

That being the case, it seems to me that you should find 
a few suggestions along these lines extremely welcome. 

Why should you know the rules of etiquette? We can’t 
all be social lights, to be sure, but every day we come into 
contact with strangers who judge us by the things we say and 
do. If we are kindly and considerate, we make friends of 
some of them. But if we are rude and coarse they will have 
nothing to do with us. Even in our homes and in our offices 
we must observe certain rules of etiquette, or we make life 
miserable for ourselves and others. 


F ONLY for our own comfort, we must know how to eat 
properly at the table, how to acknowledge an introduction, 
how to dress for certain occasions, and how to conduct our- 
selves with poise and grace and self-confidence no matter where 
we chance to be. Etiquette tells you how to acquire these 
qualities. And aside from being a matter of comfort, it is 
ibsolutely necessary if one desires to be popular. From the 
large number of letters I get asking: “How can I be popular?” 
: lot of you evidently don’t know how to act in company. 
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him feel at ease. Draw him out to talk about himself and 
then let him talk. That’s not merely etiquette, that’s gra- 
ciousness and unselfishness. And it’s far easier than saying 
something all the time. 


NOTHER thing that will help you conquer self-conscious- 

ness is to learn some parlor trick. There are loads of 
things, dancing, of course, being the most common. Piano 
playing involves a certain amount of musical education or 
talent. So does singing. But a child can learn to play a 
ukulele in a few lessons, and everybody likes group singing. 
Be a good sport, too. Learn to swim and play tennis, and 
hike. In other words, be a good mixer. 

First impressions shouldn’t count, but they do. And if 
you happen to be introduced to a man or a girl who goes by 
first: impressions as we nearly all do and you say: “Pleased 
to meechoo”, they think you lacking in culture. 

The proper way to acknowledge an introduction is to say 
pleasantly and slowly and distinctly: “How do you do, Mr. 
Smith,” or just bow and repeat the name: “Mr. Smith.” 

Or the gentleman may say: “Miss Brown, I am very glad 
to meet you.” That is sufficient. [Continued on page 135] 
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ad needn't think I'll be taken in by ‘your line 
5] 
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she hangs her clothes on a 
hickory limb and does 
not go near the water 


ERA takes nursery 
rhymes seriously so 


Soe asked Lotus 
why a gold-digger was like 
a farmerette and without 
batting an eyelash she said: 
“Because she makes hay 
while the sun shines and 
doesn't let the grass grow 
under her feet™ 


two's company and three’s a 
it’s easy to guess that each of 


the three is thinking, “I wish that other 
” 


Posed by Claire Windsor, 


Posed by Jobany Hines of First National 


a 
Posed by Vers 
j Steadman of 
Christie 
| 
} 
5 “ae 
Since 
Owen M-G-M. 
Posed by Lotus 
5 Thompson of Hal 
Roach Comedies 
~ 
think you know so 
much can you tell 
i. me what sauce for 
for the gander 
Tue 
Goose :Why, apple 
sauce! 
a 
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“ A SPRING board,” says Laura, 
“is a device to keep little girls 
from jumping off the dock” 


Posed by Laura La Plante, Universal 


HAT a life! A man can't even 
have a fight overa crap game with- 
out 4 woman putting her foot in it 


> 
= 
from the ILM. a) 
te 
| * 
j 
\ 
Vorce From = 
tow: Don't be a 
sare, lady! Bar such a bad bat! the 
Crara: I ; salute me 
thar the = Oh, sou're all 
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Po.ty Ann: Oh, sailor, 

how much longer must I 

hold this pose? My 

horse wants to start crop- 
ping the grass 


Sanor: Well let 
him. I'm waiting 
for a little action. 
This is a moving 
picture camera 


RazzBerry: Say, Gingham 


Girl, I make a 
wife 
Live Dow: She would for a 
“dummy” like you 


| 
Bright and C fair 
| 
n 
P 
ds ARCELINE P 
ad) never has to 
walk home; she’s 
| such a good skate ro 
o! 
ef 
as 
says 
that the pearl 
monogram on her Vv 
bathing suit means sc 
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eAs told to 


Princess Pat 


by 


10,000 Men 


“Women Use 
Too Much Rouge” 


HE MEN, poor 

dears, are not 

quite correct. They 

judge by appear- 

ances solely. What 

they really protest 

is the “‘painted 

look’’—and *‘too 

much rouge’’ is not 

really a question of 

quantity. Itisa 

matter of kind; for even the tiniest bit 
of usual rouge does ook unreal. 


Women have startling proof of differ- 
ence in rouges once they try Princess 
Pat. Have you sometimes watched 
fleecy clouds at sunset shade from 
deepest rose to faintest pink, every 
tone pure and luminous? So it is with 
Princess Pat rouge. Every tone is pure 
and luminous, seeming to lie beneath 
the skin and not upon it. You obtain 
more, or less, color by using freely or 
sparingly. But there is never a ques- 
tion of too much, never the unlovely 
“painted look"’ to which men object. 


Purity, delicacy, the most costly color 
tints, and a secret formula combine to 
make Princess Pat the most natural 
rouge in the world. And whether blonde 
or brunette, you can use any and all of 
the six Princess Pat shades with perfect 
effect—instead of being limited to one 
as with usual rouges. 


Velvet Your Skin with Princess Pat 
Almond Base Face Powder 


Velvet is just the word; for the soft, 
soothing Almond Base imparts to 


Prin CESS Par 


PRINCESS PAT LTD. CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


Princess Pat an entirely new ‘“‘feel,”’ 
makes its application a veritable ca- 
ress. Most powders contain starch as 
a base—hence their drying effect. The 
Almond in Princess Pat definitely 
helps the skin, assists it to remain 
pliant and fine of texture. And there 
has never been a powder to go on so 
smoothly, or cling so long—never be- 
cause only in Princess Pat do you find 
the soft, naturally adherent Almond 
Base—instead of starch. 


Princess Pat Almond Base face powder 
now comes in two weights. Medium 
weight in the familiar oblong box— 
lighter weight in the new round box. 
It has been possible because of the Al- 
mond Base to make the lighter weight 
powder just as clinging as the medium. 


Get This q 
Week End Set 
—SPECIAL 


The Princess Pat 
Week-End Sei is offered for a 
limited time for THIS COUPON and 
25¢ |coin). Only one to cus- 


tomer. Besides Rouge, set contains easily a month's 
supply of Almond Base Powder and SIX other Prin- 
cess Pat preparations, including perfume. Packed ina 
beautifully decorated boudoir box. Please act promptly, 


Wonderful New Color for Lips 


Just what you've wanted—lip rouge 
that colors the visible part of the li 
and that also adheres to and colors the 
inside, moist surface. Thus, parted 
lips show beautiful color all the way 
back—no unlovely ‘“‘rim"’ of color as 
with usual lipsticks. 


Try the Seven Famous Aids-to-Beauty in 
Princess Pat Week End Set 


This is really an *‘acquaintance’’ 
enough of each preparation for a thor- 
ough trial—enough for two wecks. 
And the beauty book sent with set 
contains information on skin care of 
real value—besides artful secrets of 
make-up which vastly enhance re- 


sults from rouge, 
pene and lip rouge. 
| 


ou will be delighted 


with the set. 
Enclosed find 25c for which send me the 
Princess Pat Week-End Set. 


PRINCESS PAT LTD., 
2709 S. Wells St. Dep. A-130 Chicago 
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to the Boss 

Thanks for your letters, folks. We know 
you mean to be kind but please remember we 
got an awful big family to support. So when 
you write us, send a post card to the Boss, too, 
and pat him on the back. He’s a good fellow. 
(Won’t somebody cut this out and send it to 
him?) And the funny thing is he does get a lot 
of good stories into this magazine that we don’t 
write. Just take a look at “For the Love of a 
Dog” and “Crucible of Youth” and ““The Man 
in the Mackinaw” and “I'll Show Her.” We 
like "em in spite of the hundreds and hundreds 
we have to read each month. Can you imagine 
what it means to HAVE to read a story? Just 
think that one over. Still we think these are 
good. ell the Boss so. 

* * * 


So Will He 
ACK up the shi 


n 


y Suitcase 


dnd leave the lake behind; 
Vacat 1 days are over— 
to the city’s erind. 


Forget the days of playing 
And the long romantic night; 
Forget the sheik you worshipped— 
Oh, you'll forget, all right. 

* 


Wise Crackers Who Win 

There was a lot of cracking by wise crackers 
this month and our ears still tingle. For some 
reason, the ten best lines were hard to select 
maybe because they were all so good.. Anyway 
the ten who get a buck each are: Mrs. Claude L. 
Easton, Charlottesville, Va.. Ida McPherren, 
Clarmont, Wyo., Bertha Abrams, Springfield, 
Mo., H. H. Hilton, Salisbury, N. C., Kathleen 
Kench, Lansing, Mich., Bernice Bowne, San 
Francisco, Calif.. Blanche Woodside, Fresno, 
Calif.. Mable Harwood, Vancouver, B. C., 
Imilda Witte, Minneapolis, Minn., G. 5S. 
Tayman, Caney, Kan. 


Ain’t Women Romantic! 


It was late in August, on a night made for 
love and romance. We were full—of a fine 
frenzy of adoration. We poured out our long- 
ings, our hopes, our sentiments of courage and 
faith to the beautiful just-less-than-angel 
creature at our side. She listened. It was a 
thrilling ‘ecstasy to see the rapt expression 
in her eyes. We were still, waiting. She 
breathed, “Oh, gosh, I wish I had a hot dog!” 
...! XXX! That’s what we said. 
Could you have done better? 


fir een by y leck. (mart 


Can You Tie This One ? 


Women are going to start a fight for 
a chance to work longer hours. Yes, 
sir, that’s what Mrs. Mary Murray, 
chairman of the industrial department 
of the Woman’s National party says. 
That'll suit the blonde beauty who 
takes our abuse. She's always wanting 
to work longer —that is, about a minute 


longer after we leave the office. Some 
girls are that way, you know. They just 
have to have plenty of work~—so they 
can flatter themselves on how much 
they are leaving undone. If women win 
their fight for longer hours probably 
they won't come to the office at all. 
Be just like ‘em. 


* * * 


Epitaph For a Dub 


This bird is dead and he doesn’t repent it; 
When his girl said “Yes” he thought she meant it. 


* * + 


Is Dorothy Right, Or— 


Dear Mr. Smart: I am a new reader of SMart 
Ser. I am very enthusiastic about it and think 
This Funny World is great—Dorothy Dunn, 
Chaffee, Mo: 


* * * 


Does John Know His Onions? 
Dear Editor: Smart Set is great—all except 
Aleck Smart. Who called that funny-bug 
funny?—John Thorpe, St. Cloud, Minn. 
* * * 


Many Know Us—and Live 


Dear Mr. Smart: Yours truly thinks your 
page is largely responsible for SMart Set’s 
popularity. It’s better than a circus. I'd hate 
to meet you in person though. I’m afraid I’d 
treat my tonsils to too many tickles. 

—Octa Browning, South Bend, Ind. 


* * * 


How Long Is Forever ? 

Let’s see now. What was the name of that 
handsome sheik that, only a month ago, you 
vowed you'd love forever and ever? Funny 
how hard it is to remember details—like names 
and things. Funnier still how short eternity is! 

* * * 


Laugh One Off for Us 
Even the English pull a funny one now and 
then. As for instance London Opinion spills 
this: “He strongly objected to my dress,” says 
the girl. “What did you do?” “Oh,” she re- 
plied, “I just laughed it off.” 
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Razzing 
the Editor 


One excuse is as good 
as another when a girl’s 
in love with a man. 

(See “A Kiss for a Touchdown.” Page 32) 

* * * 
The wife she fled in a rage, 
But the dog, he stayed behind; 
Hubby was young for his age, 
And the pup, possessed of a good nose, an in- 
telligence that was almost human and a ready 
understanding, was far from blind. 
(See, “For the Love of a Dog,” page 26) 
* * 


What College Boys Laugh At 


Do you think the eyes are an index to the 
mind, asks the Texas Ranger. The answer is, 
No. I know a lot of girls with bright eyes . . . 
The Columbia Jester cruelly observes, Some 
women with a past are so proud of it that they 
are always trying to live up to it . . . North- 
western Purple Parrot says: She doesn’t 
think of him all the time but whenever she 
thinks, she thinks of him . .. This one can 
be charged up against the Missouri Outlaw: 

Mary had a little dress 
A dainty bit and airy; 
It didn’t show the dirt a bit, 
But, gosh, how it showed Mary ... 


| 


And the Lafayette Lyre adds, Figures show 
that girls are wearing fewer clothes these days 
. . . A globe trotter tells us, says the Colby 
White Mules, that when an Albanian shakes 
his head he means yes. We know a lot of co- 
eds like that 


* . 


Limerick With Us 

There once was a prodigal son 

Who, when his cavorting was done, 
Came back to his dad, 
Looking pensive and sad, 

Supply that missing last line. Smart Ser will pay $5 
for the best line and $1 for each of the next five best. 
Contest closes Sept. 30, 1927. Aleck Smart is judge. 


Prize Winning Poets 


August limerick fans had a good time—and 
they mighty near swamped us. However, we're 


swimming out through a high sea of last lines. 


The $5 goes to Margaret Atherton, Buffalo, N. Y.; 
for the line, *‘A new kind of ‘Eve’ in our race.’ 
The five other winners, $1 each, are: Mahlan 
Ard, Menlo Park, Calif.. Mrs. Dan Dyer, Los 
Angeles, Calif., Lillian B. Endowe, New Haven, 
Conn., Alma Illing, Indianapolis, Ind., Howard 
Cross, Oelwein, Lowa. 
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The aristocratic design of the 
new four-ounce Azurea Fla- 
con, its crystal clear glass and 

\ artistic gold top, are of a dis- 
tinction that appeals particu- 

larly to those of cosmopolitan 

taste. Priced at $9.00 the 
bottle, or in 2 ounce size $4.50 
the bottle. 


YD lishtful Odeur in Vew 


Delicacy and charm are apparent in every line of the 
new Azurea Twin Compacte—a most special con- 
struction, with silvered engine-turned case and dainty 
border of enamel, a compacte in every way exquisite. 


Inall standard shades of Powder and Rouge $2.50¢ach. 


_ these odeurs may be obtained in 
Essence, Eau de Toilette, Eau Végé- 
tale, Poudre de Riz, Twin Compacte, 
Poudre de Talc, Poudre a Sachet, 
Savon, Sels pour Bains (Bash Salts), 
Poudre de Toilette (Bath Powder), 


an individual odeur throughout the toilette, 
there are available for the selection of the dis- 
criminating, these world-renowned PIVER 
odeurs—AZUREA— POMPEIA—FLORAMYE Crayon pour les Leores (Lip Stick). 
— LE TREFLE INCARNAT— SAFRANOR On sale at the better drug stores and 
and FETICHE, ' toilet counters. 


(Fondée en 1774) 
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for this crystal bright, 


rose-lit nail polish 


Finger tips rose starred with crystal 
brightness! 

Tremendously smart is this Liquid 
Polish. Made by Cutex, who make 
the manicure preparations used by 
the most exquisite women. With it 
the finger tips keep their natural 
spangled brightness for a week or 
more. Its thin natural lustre spar- 
kles even after the hottest water. 

Cutex Liquid Polish comes in a Nat- 
ural Pink and a Deep Rose tint. A 
generous bottle only 35ce—the Polish 
Remover is the same. The coupon and 
10c bring you these samples. 

Northam Warren, New York, Paris, 


London. 
CUTEX 
LIQUID 
POLISH 
= Brighter and 


more natural 


I enclose 10¢ for samples. Send Natural 
Pink Deep Rose (1) Check your preference. 
Northam Warren, Dept. XX-10 
114 West 17th St., New York 


Flame of the Desert 


[Continued from page 68] 


polite language of Eastern diplomacy. For 
the time he had put me aside, and with 
time I still had a chance 

The black who had taken charge of me 
drew me out past the camels and their 
drivers to a small tent on the very out- 
skirts of the encampment. I was thirsty 
and my throat seemed parched, now that 
the furious desert sun had climbed over- 
head and was sweeping the sands with its 
burning rays. 

In Arabic I asked for water, but the huge 
black ignored my request. In a_ louder 
voice I repeated my demand and still he 
did not move. Timidly I touched his shoul- 
der and he whirled about. As I began to 
speak, he shook his head. Then I under- 
stood. He was deaf and dumb! Perhaps 
the unhappy victim of some forgotten 
Eastern cruelty. 

By signs I made him know what it was 
I wished. But he did not leave my side. 
He summoned another man by clapping 
{his hands and made signs in turn. 
Meanwhile I heard the sounds of the 
suddenly busied camp. It was plain enough 
that preparations for the march had begun. 
1 heard the hoarse cries of the camel drivers 
and the neighings and stampings of the 
horses. We were on our way to Mascar! 
Twenty minutes later, I was lifted by my 
black attendant and guard to the back of a 
crouching camel. Over my head was a small 
tent which shaded the strong sunlight from 
me. A call, like an order, in the peculiar 
| singsong of the Arab dragomen rang out, 
and the caravan was on its way. 
Miraculously the camp by the oasis had 
melted, miraculously we were on our jour- 
ney to the walled city of Mascar, across the 
leagues of barren desert. Realizing that every 
step took me farther from the sea-coast and 
my father, my heart misgave me. 

For the time I might be safe, but I had 
no hopes that my present peace would en- 
|dure for very long. I knew that the huge 
black was watching me with a persistence 
that nothing could equal. Now and then 
as my camel moved ahead with its sway- 
ing lope, I would lift a flap of the tent only 
to see that small army of marching people. 
I looked in vain for Burke O'Neal, the 
Flame of the Desert, but I could not make 
|him out. Perhaps he was in the vanguard, 
| scouting for maurauders or hostile tribes. 
| His absence only drove home the realization 
|that I was thrown on my own limited re- 
sources. 

What would have happened, had that mes- 
senger from the Sultan of Mascar not ar- 
|rived? Certainly at that moment I had 
| reached the limits of my endurance. As the 
| day wore on I tried to fortify my courage 
and my hope, and still, over the blazing 
| sands, across the desert that sent back the 
| reflection in a million swords of light, the 
| caravan slowly marched. 


CANNOT describe the three days and 

nights that followed. Endless they 
seemed. But those who ruled the destinies 
of the train seemed ruled in turn by some 
inscrutable purpose outside and above them- 
selves. 

At nightfall, wearied and sick and for- 
lorn, I would be helped from my camel by 
the deaf and dumb black, and taken to 
a tent that had been already prepared by 
swift workers. All night the black would 
stand guard there. Did he need no sleep? 

Only once had El Rani appeared and 
that was on the evening of the second day, 
almost the moment we had broken camp. 

“For a while I must keep you prisoner,” 
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he explained. “Later you and I will be free 
from all restrictions. Be patient, daughter 
of the Nazarenes!” 

Even as I shuddered, he turned and left 
me, and I threw myself down on the mili- 
tary cot prepared for me, to sleep restlessly 
for one more tormented night. 

That El] Rani meant to let nothing stand 
in his way was clear enough, but that he 
feared the power of his Sultan was equally 
clear. He was overdue, and now he was 
hurrying. When he had discharged his mis- 
sion and turned the French girl over to the 
Sultan, I knew I would have everything to 
fear. Of Diane herself I saw nothing, and 
I supposed her to be in a part of the caravan 
not even visible to me. 


GAIN and again she came into my 

thoughts, and always in connection with 
Flame O'Neal. I imagined the Irish captain 
holding her in his arms, saying to her things 
that he had said to me, making ardent love 
to her. Why should I, why did I, resent 
that? Yet I did, so much so that I hated 
to let my thoughts dwell on that picture. 

It was in the afternoon of the next day 
that I heard the sounds of distant firing, as 
if a skirmish were going on not far away. 
If that were so, I knew well enough that 
O’Neal was in the very thick of it. A sud- 
den fear for him, a fear unlike that which 
I had felt for myself, left me sick and cold. 

And all that afternoon I kept my eyes 
wide open, and the flap of the canopy parted, 
seeking for some news of him. When I saw 
a band of horsemen come riding up, with 
Flame O'Neal at their head, a kind of peace 
came over me which I could not explain. 

It seemed to me there was but one thing 
I could do. If I could see Flame O’Neal 
and somehow ask his help, perhaps I could 
still escape. Without him to help me, my 
attempts would be futile. 

The moment I had decided on that, I 
felt a thousand times easier. He had helped 
me before! He would help me now! If 
he had lost the strange madness which had 
made him think he could force me into 
marriage, he could not at least have lost 
all interest in me. My woman’s instinct 
told me that much. 

But how could I communicate with Flame 
O’Neal? That was the problem. The black 
mute never seemed to cease watching me, 
and even if I had been able to communicate 
with him, I knew it would be hopeless to 
try to bribe him. He had that sense of 
faithfulness which, when it is found among 
the wild nomads of the desert, is never 
equalled by other races. 

Yet the opportunity came. 

At noon of the third day when we halted 
for food and an hour's rest, I detected a 
feeling of excitement running through the 
caravan. Now and then I caught snatches 
of talk as men passed close by. We were 
very near Mascar! That was the rumor 
that was flying about, and filling the camp 
with excitement. 

“The white Bature has been sent ahead 
to observe from the shehu sand-hill,” I 
heard one Haussa man say to another. 

The white Bature! That could mean only 
Flame O’Neal in their dialect. As for the 
shehu sand-hill, that must be the most promi- 
nent ridge in sight 

The woman who brought me my food 
approached. She served my black attendant 
first, then myself. As he ate, I noticed that 
his eyes went hungrily across a stretch of 
sand to where three men sat over their food 
Now and then they drank from leathern 
bottles that were slung around their necks. 
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“T’'m glad I followed the advice 
of Mary Garden” 


Margery Bailey is telling her companion, 
Ed Wagner, as he offers her a Lucky Strike 
between tennis matches at Forest Hills. 


Marvelous Mary Garden 
writes: 

“My teachers, Trabello and Richard 
Bartelemey, all impressed upon me 
the solemn warning that I must always 
treat mythroat as a delicate instrument. 
Yet every artist is under constant strain. 
Sometimes we get real relaxation in 
smoking a cigarette. I prefer Lucky 
Strikes—which both protects the throat 


© Fernand de Gueldre, Chicago, 1, and gives real enjoyment. 


You, too, will find that Lucky 
Strikes are mild and mellow—the 
finest cigarettes you ever smoked, 
made of the finest Turkish and do- 
mestic tobaccos, properly aged and 
blended with great skill, and there 
is an extra process—“It’s toasted” — 
no harshness, not a bit of bite. 


“It’s 


No Throat Irritation - No Cough. 
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retains a soft 
[resh appearance 
Unter all 


You can dance, motor or in- 


dulge in vigorous sports 
fully confident your com- 
plexion will always retain a 
soft, velvety freshness. 
“Touching up” is unneces- 
sary as there is no need to 
worry over streaking, spot- 
ting, rubbing off or the ef- 
fects of perspiration. 


GOURAUDS 


RIENTA) 
CREAM 


“‘Beauty’s Master Touch’’ 


renders a fascinating, youthful 
appearance to the skin and 
complexion that lasts. It also 
exerts an astringent and anti- 
septic action which proves high- 
ly beneficial in correcting blem- 
ishes, wrinkles, freckles, tan, 
muddy skins, redness, oiliness 
and similar conditions. Made in 
white, flesh and rachel. 


Ferd. T. Hopkins & Son 
430 Lafayette Street 


I knew of course that Mohammedans did 
not drink spirits, but in this caravan there 
| were many recruits of many races, Berbers, 
wild Touaregs, and men from the Atlas 
Mountains. 
| It was plain that these men were drinking 
some fiery concoction or other and the 
eyes of my guard were envious. 

It is in moments of great need that the 
brain moves with sudden and unexpected 
ingenuity. A fully formed plan came into 
my head in a flash. 

I clapped my hands and summoned the 
woman who had brought me my food. I 
could not-speak her dialect, but I was able 
to make her understand what I wished. 


VIDENTLY she had been given orders 

to see I was denied nothing, for after a 
moment of reluctance she went over to the 
three men. Theré was a moment’s angry 
dispute, then one of them unslung his bottle 
from his neck and gave it to her. She 
brought it to me. 

The black man’s eyes were staring at me 
now in fascination and greed. Pretending 
to taste the liquor, I made a wry face, and 
then offered it to him. 

Torn by impatience, scarcely daring to 
hope, I watched the black mute empty the 
entire bottle. Then very slowly his head 
sank on his breast. With a start he lifted 
it again, opening his eyes and darting a 
sudden look of suspicion at me. But I had 
not moved, and pretended I did not notice. 
Presently his eyes closed again. Worn out 
by the heat and the fatigue of the journey, 
he was not able to resist the spirits he had 
drunk 
The camp was quiet. I waited until the 
j Binck man seemed unconscious, then cau- 
|tiously rose to my feet. In three minutes 
I had sped across a cleared space and was 
| moving slowly, though with a beating heart, 
to where the horses were tethered. I was 
glad now that my own clothes had been de- 
stroyed. In my native costume, I was able 
to draw the veil up to my eyes and to con- 
ceal my hair. Unless someone looked closely 
at me, I would excite no suspicion. A man 
on guard by the horses gave me a curious 
look, but at the very instant when I de- 
cided he had discovered who I was, he 
glanced idly away. I moved on. His back 
was towards me. Hastily I slipped the tether 
of one of the horses and led it away. In one 
more moment I had mounted it bareback, 
and was on my way to the shehu sand-hill! 

I was careful to ride in a wide circuit of 
the camp, and to take advantage of every 
hollow and rise that would conceal me. The 
horse I had selected was fortunately a fast 
one. In ten minutes I was almost out of 
sight of the camp itself, and in another ten 
I had skirted the edge of the big sand-hill 
on the horizon and was pushing my way 
through the tall, withered, tafasa under- 
brush 

As I came to the summit, I saw a fa- 
miliar figure Flame O'Neal, with field 
glasses in his hand, was surveying the sur- 
rounding country. 

At the sight of me, his face grew grim 
and hard. 
| “What are you doing here?” he asked al- 
most harshly. 

“T had to see you,” I gasped. “I had to 


see you alone. I came to beg you to help 
me.’ 

“Help you?” he repeated, and it seemed 
to me his tone was sardonic. “Why do you 

lcome to me for help when you can count 
| on the protection of El Rani?” 
“Oh, please,” I cried, “don’t look at me 
| like that or say things like that. Didn’t you 
know that I lied to you when I told you—” 
I broke off helplessly, but he had given a 
start 

“You lied to me?” he said.” “But why did 
you lie to me?” 
| “Because I was afraid of you, too, It was 
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the only way I could stop you. Then I got 
lost, and Ahmed Kassim found me and took 
me prisoner.” 

He uttered a swift ejaculation and his eyes 
narrowed. 

“So that’s it! 
back to find you, 
the camp again, 
your own will, 
you'd told me.” 

“Then you will help me, Captain O’Neal?” 
I begged. 

“Help you? Is there anything else in the 
wide world I'd be wanting except that? 
Why didn’t you tell me before?” 

“T wasn’t able to. They’ve kept me pris- 
oner. I only managed to see you now by 
stealing away.” 

He laughed aloud suddenly in his cheer- 
ful, fearless way. “This is the best day’s 
news Burke O’Neal has had for a long time, 
my dear! I'll get you out of it somehow, 
though it’s sorry I am you didn’t reach me 
sooner. This will be no easy task with 
us twenty miles from the walls of Mascar!” 

He seemed charged with sudden high spir- 
its, and I saw him again for what he was: a 
reckless and utterly courageous man to whom 
danger was the breath of life. And I, too, 
felt glad with a sense of peace and security 
that I could not define. It seemed to me 
I had shifted all my burdens and fears to 
his strong shoulders, and so great was his 
magnetism that I felt as if not one man, but 
a thousand, were going to help me. 

His eyes were half closed and I knew he 
was thinking hard. All at once his eyes 
opened widely. He made a quick move- 
ment and whipped out a revolver. I looked 
in the direction in which he was staring. 
Up the hillock, brushing through the tall 
desert grass on his horse, rode the Akbar 
of Tiflis, El Rani! 

So I had been seen! 
me out on my way here, 
the chieftain. Perhaps the black man was 
already dead for his failure to guard me. 
In any case El Rani had pursued me alone. 

He had been riding hard, but as he came 
nearer, it seemed as if no trace of emotion 
disturbed that calm Oriental face. His eyes 
lighted on me and sped past me to Flame 
O'Neal. 

“So!” he cried. “It jis my loyal captain 
who defies me, who dares interfere with my 
desires.” 

“Stop where you are, or I'll fire!” 

But El Rani was not lacking in courage. 
He spurred his horse on so suddenly that 
O’Neal’s mount reared before the onslaught. 
The Irishman fought to recover his balance, 
then slid to the sand. In an instant he had 
leaped up and with a daring and an agility 
I scarcely believed possible, he had caught 
the reins of El Rani’s horse and held on 
doggedly. I heard a revolver crack; but 
the Arab chieftain’s lips parted in a smile, 
the shot had missed 


HE next instant Flame O’Neal had 
dragged El Rani from the saddle. 

They swayed together like two madmen, 
while I held my breath in fear and trembling. 
I did not doubt that O’Neal was the stronger, 
but I had that helpless feeling that all women 
have in crises, the sense that they can do 
nothing except encourage and comfort. 

Suddenly El Rani broke free. His re- 
volver was aimed with deadly precision. 

“You white ferret!” he snapped. 
I did not know! As if I did not suspect! 
Ahmed Kassim told me what it was you 
did—how he pretended to you he did not 
know! From that hour I have had spies 
put on you. And now you die!” 

Scarcely knowing what I did I flung my- 
self against El Rani at the moment that he 
fired, and the shot went high and wide. 

The next instant O'Neal closed upon his 
adversary, wrested the revolver from him, 
and hurled it in a wide arc. 


My dear, that day I went 
but when I saw you in 
I thought you’d come of 
and that it was the truth 


Someone had picked 
and reported to 
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—delightful and so inexpensive 


So many women have written us con- 
cerning their faith in Listerine as an 
astringent that we feel we ought to pass 
the good word along. 

The nice thing about Listerine used 
this way is that the cost, compared to 
most astringents, amounts to almost 
nothing. The saving is really remark- 
able. 

Yet in effectiveness you’d look 
a long time before finding its 
equal. Gently but firmly it closes 
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the pores, tightens sagging tissues and 
lazy muscles. Your skin seems fresh and 
firm—even youthful. 

There’s no question of the importance 
of an astringent in the care of the skin, 
and we’ll wager that once you try Lister- 
ine you'll like it above all others. Simply 

douse it on your face full strength. 
Results will delight you. Why 
not begin today?—-Lambert 
Pharmacal Company, St. 
Louis, U.S. A. 
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“FAMOUS WINKS” 


Appealing... Impish... Irresistible... 
Heavenly eyes that capture Broadway, 
that fascinate millions from the screen, 


are fringed with soft, shadowy lashes 


light, reflecting with 
subtle charm each shifting shade 
of emotion. What magic is this? 
.-. itis the gift of Winx! 


Without the slightest hint of 
artificiality, this wonderful liquid 
lash dressing now quickly gives 
to eyes elusive beauty. It makes 
them appear larger and more 
expressive by framing them in 
a fringe of soft, shadowy lashes. 


Now so easy to apply, so safe! 


You can apply Winx, easily. Lightly cover 
the lashes with Winx, using the dainty little 
plume. Then to obtain the natural effect use 
a small brush and flick the top lashes upward 
and the lower lashes downward. This spreads 
Winx evenly from lid to lash tip. 

The beauty Winx lavishes upon the lashes is 
not transient. A stray tear...an unexpected 
cinder . ..a glorious day of swimming... Don’t 
worry. Winx is waterproof as well as lasting. 
And unlike ordinary preparations for the 
lashes, Winx is harmless and safe to use. 


As simple to remove 
Most fastidious women remove Winx nightly. 
Pat cold cream or Lashlux on the lashes—then 
gently remove it with a cloth moistened in 
tepid water, always strok- [ 


ing the lashes downward, 
not across. Winx comes off 
with the cream. 

To be sure that your lashes 
are fashionably smart and 
beautiful insist upon Winx 
—the original liquid lash 
dressing. As only Winx 
can give your eyes the allur- 
ing beauty every woman 
seeks. Your choice of black 
or brown—75c¢ complete. 
Atall toilet goods counters. 
At all drug stores. Ross 

Company, 243 West 17th @—— 
Street, New York. 


WINX 


TheOriginal Waterproof Liquid Lash Dressing 
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Eyes become bewitching- 
with this magic touch 


UST a mere moment before 
your mirror...and voila! 
Never have you looked so 
utterly fascinating, so beautiful. 
Your eyes become deep pools of 


El Rani tripped him up, and as the Irish- 
man fell, the Arab caught a long curved 
| dagger from his belt. As he lifted his arm, 
| I screamed and closed my eyes. 

| There was a sudden rush of sound on the 
crest of the hillock, a warning cry, and El 
Rani hesitated and turned. O'Neal sprang 
to his feet. The three of us stared. 

While the struggle had been in progress, 

gleaming line of hersemen had ad- 
vanced unseen. Dark men with lances and 
flags, men with carbines across their sad- 

| dies, a little army of fighting Arabs arranged 
as if for battle 

And in the center were three men, two in 
embroidered tunics, and one, a_ bearded, 
emaciated figure, all in snowy white. 
| Before I could recover my surprise, El 
Rani had prostrated himself in the dust, 
lying there like a slave. There were a few 
hoarse cries of command, a lane was made, 
and the two men in colorful tunics rode to- 
ward us. Behind them came the emaciated 
man in white. 

Flame O’Neal and I remained standing, 
looking at this vision that seemed to have 
sprung from the earth itself. 

It was the man in white who spoke. “El 
Rani, for days I have waited for word from 
you. I find you now. Why is it you have 
not come before?” 

His voice with its deliberate, flawless 
Arabic and its tone of authority, seemed to 
snap the silence. Then I knew! I knew I 
was in the presence of the man whom Spain 
and France feared equally, the powerful Sul- 
|tan of Mascar whose subjects served him 
| with the devotion granted to one of divine 
origin 

“Master of the desert! Lord of space and 
time!” El Rani intoned solemnly. “I came 
jas soon as Allah permitted. But an out- 
| break in my caravan has delayed me, and 
| the disobedience of the white servant be- 
| hind me, has made me slow.” 

The Sultan’s eyes, that looked like dead 
things in his thin, haggard face, went past 
me to Flame O’Neal. He nodded. 

“So be it! The will of Allah may not 
| be questioned. El Rani, rise! Shoot this 
| white dog before my eyes that I may see 
| the justice of the Prophet made perfect.” 

And then I did not wait. I rushed for- 
| ware and caught the bridle of the Sultan, 
|even while a cry warned me that to these 
people my action was one of sacrilege. 

“He wants to kill him 
Don’t let 


| “He lies!” I cried. 


| because of me! Don’t let him! 
him !” 

Strong arms had gripped me and torn me 
|away, as if in fear that I might contami- 
| nate the ruler with my touch. But he mo- 
tioned them to release me 

“Woman of the Nazarenes whom I find 
in the garments of a daughter of my people,” 
he said, “why should I alter my commands?” 

Then I remembered. I remembered the 
| powerful weapon I had against El! Rani, that 


secret of his which had made him declare 
I would be kept.a prisoner for the rest of 
my life. 


“TOR this reason!” I cried. “You have 

been awaiting E] Rani because he brings 
you a French girl. I know. But I know 
also something you do not know.” 

There was a half strangled cry from El 
Rani. He leaped towards me. But again 
the powerful figure on horseback gestured 
slightly, and El Rani held his distance. 

“He betrayed you,” I went on swiftly. 
“He betrayed you with Diane Decasse. He 
has been her lover. I know that is so!” 

The eyes of the Sultan darkened. They 
flew past me with a forious, searching look 
to El Rani himself. 

“The words of a frightened woman,” El 
Rani said. “Of what importance are they? 
She would say anything, even this vile lie!” 

But the Sultan did not speak. His glance 
seemed to bore El Rani through and through 
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as if to tear the truth out of his soul. He 
deliberated and his hand touched his beard. 
Then he reached his decision. 

He spoke so swiftly and imperiously I 
could not understand. But the next mo- 
ment I saw a handful of fierce, hawk-eyed 
men wheel in a circle around El Rani, O’Neal 
and myself. 

Then the Sultan lifted his hand. The rest 
of his men grouped around him in cavalry 
formation. They went cantering down the 
hill and disappeared in the direction of the 
camp, with the sunlight glittering on their 
weapons. The Sultan had gone to investi- 
gate the truth of what I had told him, 
keeping us prisoners in the meantime. 


HE men whom he had set as a guard 
numbered only six, but they were all 
fierce-looking and resolute, and held their 
carbines in readiness. Beyond surrounding 
us, they made no move. 
I glanced at El Rani. He was so calm 
I could not help but feel a certain admira- 
tion for him. 

Flame O'Neal was at my side. 
rapidly and in English. 

“Faith, I almost think you've done it,” he 
said with a twisted smile. “When the Sul- 
tan finds out, it won't be El Rani alone 
he'll put to the torture. There'll be you 
and myself, too, my dear.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Just what I say. Not one of us has a 
chance of seeing daylight again. Unless—” 
He shot a swift meaning look at our guards. 

“Sure there’s no sense in giving up hope. 
Only we'll have to be acting and acting 
soon.” He had lowered his voice to a 
whisper. “I’m hoping none of these savages 
understand English,” he added. 

“What are you going to do?” I asked. 

“Fight my way out,” he said coolly, “and 
take you along!” 

“But if you fail.” 

“Then it'll be a glorious death for me. 
It’s you I’m worrying about. The thought 
of you in harm would haunt me forever, 
even in the next world.” 

His rapid whisper, meant for my ears 
alone, reached El Rani. I saw him look at 
us, impassively, without a trace of expres- 
sion on his proud, hawk-like face. 

“Captain O'Neal,” I said, “do you really 
think we can get out of this?” 

“Did I ever fail in anything?” he asked. 

His confidence gave me a sudden hope. 
Then I remembered. 

“But, Captain O’Neal, 
won’t—” 

“Oh, my dear,” he said, “won’t you trust 
me? Won't you believe that I love you, now 
when we’re both of us at death’s door?” 

I thought of my poor father then, wor- 
rying over what had become of me, I thought 
of my life and all that was ahead. 

“Don’t ask me now,” I stammered. “How 
can I tell you?” 

“But if you don’t know now, you'll never 
know,” he said. 

“Then—then, what you ask is impossible,” 
I cried, without even thinking. “You've 
helped me and I’m terribly grateful to you, 
but that’s no reason why I should marry 
you. I’m trying to be honest, trying to tell 
you the truth.” And scarcely conscious of 
what I was saying, I lifted my eyes to his 
face. I think now that if he had taken me 
into his arms, the foolish words would have 
died on my lips. But I myself did not realize 
that I was lying. 

Then after a long pause, he said quietly: 

“Then, my dear, it’s no use. If you 
won’t take me now, you'll never take me. 
And T’ll not force you against your will 
if your mind’s made up.” He gave a short, 
almost bitter laugh. “It’s the way things 
happen. You don’t care for me, and there’s 
nothing I can do to make you. Well, I'll 
get you out of this, but I won’t be forgetting, 
long after you’ve forgotten my very name.” 


He spoke 
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Dainty New Way 


to Remove Cold Cream 


That ends a common mistake in skin cave 


NOW 


REDUCED 


IN PRICE 


There are now one-third more ’Kerchiefs in 
the large package at 50c than formerly at 65c, 
a saving due to quantity production. Dealers 
now also have the new introductory 25c 
package for those who have not tried Kleenex 


INTRODUCTORY 
PKG. . 


Supply 
Big Box 50c 
'Kerchiefs in Both Pkgs., 90 sq. inches 


PLEASE ACCEPT 7-DAY 
SUPPLY of this utterly NEW 
Way to try. Costs less to use than 
soiling and laundering towels 


ip 


The ONLY way yet dis- 
covered that removes all 
dirt, grime and germ-laden 
accumulations in gentle 
safety to your skin 


HERE is now a new and 

utterly different way of re- 
moving cold cream. The first 
way yet discovered that removes 
all grease, grime and germ- 
laden accumulations in soothing gentle- 
ness to the skin. 

Once you try it, you will never again 
use towels, cloths or paper makeshift 
methods for this purpose. It ends their 
dangers to the skin. It is cheaper to use 
than soiling and laundering towels. 

Nearly every star of stage or screen— 
almost without exception — employs it. 
Virtually every prominent beauty au- 
thority endorses it. Skin experts widely 
urge it. 

Let us send you a 7-day supply to try. 
Its effect on your skin will amaze you 
after a few days’ use. Its spotless con- 
venience will delight you. 


Ends two beauty mistakes 


It ends the soiled towel method, judged 
dangerous to skin beauty. Too often you 
thus rub dirty cold cream back into the 
skin, That fosters skin blemishes. It 
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To Remove Cold Cream—Sanitary 


invites blackheads. It is a prime cause of 
oily skin and nose conditions. 


To use cold cream effectively, you must 
remove it all from the skin. Towels, 
cloths, paper substitutes, etc., won’t do it. 


It ends, too, the mistaken use of too 
harsh paper makeshifts; not sufficiently 
absorbent to thoroughly cleanse, too 
harsh for delicate skin fabric. 


End those mistakes, and you’ll note an 
amazing difference quickly in your skin. 


Your make-up will hold hours longer 
than before. Your skin will lose its oily 
look. Your nose will seldom call for 
powder. 


Send coupon 


A few days’ use will prove the results of 
the Kleenex ’Kerchief beyond all ques- 


tion or doubt. Mail the coupon. A full -- 


7-day supply will be sent you. 


Kleenex ’Kerchiefs 
—absorbent—come 
in exquisite flat 
handkerchief boxes 
to fit your dressing 
table drawer: 

In 2 size packages— 

(Sheets 90sq. inches) 
Introductory . 25c 
(Generous supply) 

Regular size. SOC 

(230 sheets) 


Ends—Oily skin and nose con- 
ditions amazingly. 

—The expense of ruining and 
laundering towels. 

Keeps — Make-up fresh hours 
longer than before. 

—Lightens skin several shades 
—dquickly. 


For COLDS 


Never Again Use 
Handkerchiefs 


They Re-infect —Spread 
Germ Contagion 


ARGELY on medical advice, 
_ thousands now use Kleenex 
’Kerchiefs for colds. For thus 
one discards at once the excretions 
that spread—that re-infect as well. 

Soiled, damp handkerchiefs are 
bad. They carry possible con- 
tagion—re-infection—with you. 
Remember this when you or 
your children have a cold. 

Damp handkerchiefs, too, tend 
to chap and irritate the nostrils. 
Kleenex’ Kerchiefs are dry, fully 
absorbent and fresh every time 
you use them. Thus no chapping 
or skin irritation. You discard 
like paper. Next cold, try them. 


7-Day Supply ——FREE 


KLEENEX CoO., $-10 
Lake-Michigan Bldg., Chicago, 
Please send without expense to me a 
sample packet of Big Kleenex 'Kerchiefs 
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“ROSE” 


MATCH-FLAME stains the dusk 

of a lamplit room .. . then dies. 
His eyes... and yours... flash fire. 
The pink pearl glowing at the knees 
of the little bronze Buddha is a cone 
of Incense. Up...and up... 
waver swan-grey ribbons of smoke. 
Then .. . Magic! 


Faint, trailing veils . . . veils, and the 
soundless whisper of invisible hangings 
@ tremulous throbbing within him 
... and you... like the rhythm of a 
song just sung... a song of yearning 
.. Of love... amid the shadowed roses 
of a walled garden. . . in Samarkand 
. at midnight, 


T IS an ancient Secret of dreams—and 
it is yours, to Make the rooms that 
are your background draw the alluring 
glamour of dreams about you, when you 
will. Vantine’s Temple Incense preserves 
it for you, unchanged in a thousand years. 
Nine subtle fragrances await you, at any 
drug or department store. 


Learn the dream-luxury of incense. 
Send ten cents for nine sample odors. 


A. A. VANTINE & CO., INC. 
DEPT.9. 71 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. 


I couldn't speak, I couldn’t meet his eyes. 
Instead my gaze went on to El Rani, listen- 
ing still with the air of complete detach- 
ment that only an Oriental could have 
achieved. It seemed to me it must be bitter 
for him to stand a prisoner, to hear O'Neal 
make love to me like this, to know that his 
own fate was really sealed. But he did not 
reveal his thoughts, and he seemed too in- 
different to utter a word. 

The next instant Flame O'Neal bent close 
to my ear. “See here, my dear, I'll get you 
free and let you go in peace after that. But 
you'll have to help me now. Go up to that 
man. Pretend to beg for your liberty. Di- 
vert him. Then the moment you get a 
chance jump on a horse and ride like the 
devil himself. If I'm with you, the rest you 
can leave to me. If I'm not, strike due east 
till you come to the Tondeno country. The 
people are friendly, and will give you help. 
God bless you, my dear!” 


HE STRAIGHTENED again. I mustered 
up my courage, and stepped over to 
the nearest man. He was standing beside 
his horse, his carbine in the crook of his 
arm. I cried out something in Arabic, I 
don't know what. As he made to push me 
away, suddenly a lean figure leaped from be- 
hind me and tore the carbine from the man’s 
fingers. I saw it whirled like a flail in 
O’Neal’s arms, and the man went down 
like a log. 

There was a sudden hubbub and shouting. 
In the melee, I saw three of the horsemen 
detach themselves and surround the figure 
of El Rani. A carbine cracked sharply. 
Flame O'Neal dragged another guard from 
his horse and flung him headlong. The third 
struck at him with a knife. O'Neal dodged 
then fired with the weapon he had secured. 
Before I could move, he had lifted me on 
to one of the horses, and leaped up behind 
me. He wheeled and sprang irto a gallop 
down the slope. The balls of the carbines 
whistled harmlessly over our heads. 

He laughed in glee, like a schoolboy on a 


prank. “Three of them! All by myself!” 
he boasted. ‘And the others don’t dare leave 
El Rani. Faith, who else in all the world 


could have done it so well?” 

I sat before him on the saddle, while the 
horse, a powerful one, struck its great stride. 
But all at once O'Neal pulled back on the 
reins and was silent. 

“What’s the matter?” I asked. 
afraid of something ?” 

He shook his head, “Afraid? Flame 
O'Neal afraid! No, it’s not likely to be 
that! It’s El Rani, I’m thinking about.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Poor devil, they'll torture him. And they 
know how to torture in more fiendish ways 
than a man could tell in a day’s steady 
speaking. After all, El Rani shouldn’t suf- 
fer. He's been a good fighter. There may 
be a drop of Irish in him for all I know. 
I'm going back to free him, too!” 

I think that one of the devils of whom 
he spoke so familiarly must have been in 
Flame O’Neal that day. Without the 
slightest sense of caution, the least care for 
concealment or stealth he galloped back to 
the shehu sand-hill. We were almost within 
hailing distance, when he swung me from 
the saddle and set me on my feet. 

“Stay there, my dear,” he said. 
with you soon enough.” 

Then he was gone. I ran forward a few 
paces and halted uncertainly. I heard a 
sudden and terrific din, loud shoutings, and 


“Are you 


“Tl be 


wrapid shots. I think Flame O'Neal must 


have descended upon them like the vision 
of some terrible and ancient god, sowing 
destruction to all in his path. 

I saw one figure go flying down the hill 
in terror. Flame O'Neal burst through the 
dry underbrush and came pounding towards 


i}me. Close beside him was El Rani on a 
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second horse. The [Irish captain had 
achieved what he set out to do. 

As I stared dumbfounded at this new hap- 
pening, a sudden dizziness came over me, for 
I saw that in spite of Flame O'Neal’s grim 
smile he was swaying in his saddle, and the 
sleeve of his white drill coat was slowly 
soaking with a tell-tale stain. 

“You're hurt,” I said. 

“Pouf!” he dismissed it contemptuously 
though I thought his face was a little white. 
“It’s only a pity that I can’t lift you up on 
this saddle. You'll have to climb up, my 
dear!” 

As I mounted I noticed how his right arm 
dangled helplessly, but we had no time to 
halt, no time to dress his wound 

Like a bolt we were off, Flame O'Neal and 
myself on the strong dun horse, and El Rani 
on a full-blooded Arabian mare. For three 
hours in all that terrible heat we never once 
slackened rein. It seemed to me we could 
not go further, and yet we still went on. 

How Flame O'Neal, with his wound, was 
standing the pace I could not tell. He had 
not spoken to me since we started, nor had 
El Rani opened his lips. I wondered how 
the Arab felt towards the man whom he 
had attempted to kill and who had retali- 
ated only by saving him from a dreadful 
death by torture. 

Hours and hours later it seemed, we came 
into a cool and shaded place, with palms 
bending over the limpid water of an oasis. 

El Rani dropped from his horse. I fol- 
lowed, and O'Neal dismounted stiffly in turn. 
I went close to him, for he looked to me as 
if he were going to fall. 

“It’s all right,” he muttered. 
drop of water.” 

El Rani himself went down to the mar- 
gin of the oasis. 

The Irishman’s voice was weak and faint 
as he went on as if to himself. 

“Would have been wonderful if you'd 
cared. As it is, it doesn’t matter what hap- 
pens to me from now on.” 

He was swaying on his feet. There was a 
bitter smile on his fine mouth. My heart 
misgave me, but I could not tell him. Some 
force stronger than myself kept me from 
admitting the last truth of all. 


“Get me a 


NSTEAD I tried to loosen his coat so 

gently that it would not hurt him. Then 
El Rani was with us, and was moistening 
and bathing the wound. He directed me in 
curt phrases, and I did as he said. Though 
the sight of Flame O’Neal’s suffering made 
my heart sick, I realized El] Rani’s extraor- 
dinary skill. There, in the shadows of the 
palms, with nothing but the jewelled dagger 
he carried in his sash, he probed with swift 
sure strokes, and removed the ball from 
O'Neal's arm. 

The Irishman’s face was white but he made 
no sound of pain. I was proud of his cour- 
age as a mother might feel proud of her 
child, for I knew the agony he was going 
through. 

But it was over so swiftly! Then El Rani 
made a careful bandage and bound up the 
wound. 

“You must lie down and rest. They will 
not find us here. Not even the men of Mas- 
car can track us to this place. You saved 
the life of El Rani and whatever happens, 
El Rani does not forget!” 

It took little persuasion to make O’Neal 
lie down and close his eyes. I, too, was 
worn with fatigue. 

I don’t know how long I slept. But I 
awoke suddenly to find that the sun was go- 
ing down in the west, though the heat still 
remained in heavy waves over the land. 

Flame O’Neal slumbered deeply with arms 
outstretched. Then all at once I saw what 
it was that had awakened me. Bending 
almost over me, with his eyes gleaming 
darkly, was El Rani. I tried to cry out, but 
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Never a Hygienic Worry 


No matter how strict the demands of the day 


—how filmy and sheer the frocks you wear! 
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Disposed of 
as easily as 
tissue. No laundry. 


This NEW way provides absolute protection, besides 
ending forever embarrassment of disposal 


By Exten J. Buckianp, Registered Nurse 


EW women today still employ the hazard- 

ous hygienic methods of yesterday. There 
is now protection that is absolute—protection 
that enables one to meet every day unhandi- 
capped; never a precious moment marred by 
slightest doubt or fear, 

Wear gayest gowns and sheerest frocks 
under circumstances once adjudged impossi- 
ble. Dance, motor, go about for hours in con- 
fidence and security. The dangers of the old- 
time “sanitary pad” have definitely been ended. 

Protection women KNOW is real 
Kotex is more than a “saritary pad” — it is 
scientific protection in the full sense of the 
term. 

(1) Kotex is the only sanitary pad in the 
world today filled with Cellucotton wadding, 
the super-absorbent of modern scientific at- 
tainment. Thus Kotex absorbs 10 times its 
own weight in moisture! 


and comfortable wear. It is scientifically 
measured to allow ample gauze covering and 
strong gauze ends for pinning, to eliminate 
absolutely all chance of mishap. 

(3) Kotex actively deodorises. Years of 
scientific research were spent in developing 
this obviously important factor. 


No laundry 


Kotex, too, ends for all time the embarrassing 
problem of disposal. One uses it, then dis- 
cards it—as easily as tissue. 


Ask for them by name—Kotex 


“Genuine Kotex” is plainly stamped on every 
box. If offered a substitute said to be “like 
Kotex”—beware. Insanitarily made imitations 
are, we are told, being offered for the sake of 
higher profit, by some stores, as the “same as 
Kotex.” They are not. Watch out. 

Only Kotex itself is “like’ Kotex. Obtain 
at any store in boxes of 12 pads. Two sizes, 
Kotex Regular and Kotex-Super. Eight in 
10 better-class women, throughout America, 
employ this unique and certain protection. 
Kotex Company, 180 


Thus Kotex is 5 times as 
absorbent as the ordi- 
nary cotton pad! 


North Michigan Ave., 
Chicago, Ill. 


True protection— 
5 times as absor- 
bent as cotton. 


Obtain without 

embarrassment, 
at any drug or dry 
goods store,* simply by 
saying “Kotex.” 


“Ask for them by name” 
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PROTECTS—DEODORIZES 


No laundry—discards as 
easily as a piece of tissue 


(2) Kotex is scientifi- 
cally designed for safe 


*Supplied also through vending 
inets in rest-rooms 
West Disinfecting Co. Kotex Regular: Kotex-Super: 

65c per dozen 90c per dozen 
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BEAUTY 
is not afraid 
to smile 


E smiling flash of clean white 

teeth makes beauty irresist- 

: ible. And a sure safe way to keep 

teeth always white, always clean, 

is to use Arm & Hammer Baking 

Soda (Bicarbonate of Soda) regu- 

larly as a dentifrice —it is recom- 
mended by dentists generally. 

At any grocer’s for a few cents 
you can buy an ample package of 
Arm & Hammer Baking Soda, which 
is Bicarbonate of Soda of the high- 
est test, its purity exceeding the 
U. S. P. standards. 

To remove discolorations from 
your teeth and keep them clean, 
truly white, to correct acid con- 
ditions and keep your mouth whole- 
some, use Arm & Hammer Baking 
Soda regularly with a tooth brush 
and a little water. Economical and 
efficient, it is unequalled as a denti- 
frice and mouth wash—get a pack- 
age today at your grocer 's. 


Arm & Hammer 
Baking Seda is 
delight{ul forbath- 
ing, a first aid for 
burns, helpful in 
checking colds, re- 
leeves eczema, ithas uses 


FREE—fill in the coupon 
and mail today 
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he thrust his hand against my lips. I was 
helpless in his grasp. 

He half carried, half dragged me to his 
horse. Then he thrust a gag of silk, torn 
from my own clothing, into my mouth and 
lifted me on his horse. He got up behind 
me and as if unable to resist his triumph, or 
remain silent in his exultation, he gave a 
fierce war-cry in Arabic. I saw Flame O'Neal 
sit up, rubbing the sleep out of his eyes. 


At the same instant El Kani struck spurs 
to his horse. And I knew that the Arab 
chieftain was devoid of any sense of grati- 
tude or kindness. Held firmly on his horse, 
a horse more powerful by far than O’Neal’s, 
my own weight did not even lessen his ad- 
vantage in speed. 

E] Rani, a hunted man himself, was taking 
me into the desert. This time I could not 
look to any circumstance to save me! 


cat lets it go and catches it again. 


my terror at the fate that seemed to hang over Flame O'Neal. 
was I shall tell you in November SMart Sev. 


| RANI had me in his power again and I felt as a mouse must feel when a 
But greater than my fear for myself was 


What that fate 


“Does anybody know what's right and 
what isn’t?” he said. “I can’t help caring 
for you. It’s not anything new. Sometimes, 
much as I think of Bert, I feel you belong 
to me as much as you do to him. I cared 
for you first. I care for you now, as much 
as he does. More, maybe. Do you think, 
Sallie, that it would ruin his life if you 
were to leave him, and marry me?” 

I'd never heard Jimmy say a thing be- 
fore that was disloyal to Bert, and it sur- 
prised me, although I could understand it. 

“T couldn’t hurt him that way, Jimmy,” 


I said. “If he had been a bad husband to 
me, run after other women, or drank, 
abused me, it would be different. But Bert 


hasn't given me any cause to complain. He’s 
done his best. I know I could run off with 
[ves and have everything in the world that 
money could buy, except happiness. It can’t 
buy that, not when you have a guilty con- 
science. And if I left Bert, I would have 
to give up my boy too. I couldn't do that. 
Not for you nor for all the money in the 
world. Don’t you see?” 
Jimmy’s face was very pale and drawn. 


OU’RE right,” he said. “I don’t know 
what to suggest, except just to go ahead 
and do the best we can. When I can’t stand 
| things any longer, I’m going to beat it.” 
| “Wait awhile, Jim,” I said. “Everything 
|may change. For all you know, you may 
meet some other girl and fall in love with 
her.” 
I couldn’t go on, then, because Jimmy 
shut my lips with long, hard kisses, terribly 


sweet. I got out of his arms and ran into 
the house. Little Bert was still asleep on 
the couch. I leaned down and took him in 
my arms. 


“Let’s go, Jimmy,” I said. “Bert will be 
wondering what has become of us.” 

“No he won't,” Jimmy whispered, as we 
went out to the car. “The paper said there 
was going to be a thunder storm, and I told 
him we wouldn't start back until it was over. 
And he isn’t going to be home, anyway. I 
didn’t tell you before because I was sort 
of afraid, Sallie. But there’s been some 
trouble about the cement tests, at that bridge 
the company is building near Harrisburg, 
and they've sent him out there to straighten 
things up. He won't be back until tomor- 
row afternoon.” 

I reached out and pressed Jimmy’s hand. 
f Jim Saunders hadn’t been a good friend 
of Bert’s, he might have said, just as well 
as not that since Bert wouldn’t be home, why 
shouldn’t we spend the night at the bunga- 
low? Almost any man would have done 
that, to be with the woman he loved. To 
sit on the cool beach, under the stars, in- 
stead of driving back to a hot, stuffy apart- 
jment. I began to see, then, how much 
92 


Hush Money 


[Continued from page 
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Jimmy really did care for me, and for Bert. 

That, of course, only made the situation 
worse. It is easy enough for a woman, a 
married woman, to get rid of a man who 
is just trying to cut in, to take his fun 
where he finds it, but when a man really 
cares, and has cared for years, it isn’t easy 
at all. You can’t just say to him, “Run 
along and forget you ever saw me.” Real 
love is a precious thing. No woman, who 
has it, wants to throw it away or wants 
to hurt the man who has given it to her. 
I didn’t know, from the way Jimmy talked 
at times, but what he might really blow his 
brains out. Or, what would be worse, go to 
the dogs, with drink and women. 

I don’t mean to say that Jim Saunders 
was weak. I knew better than-that. But 
there are times in any man’s life when his 
feelings can get the better of him, and I 
knew how Jimmy felt, just then. So I 
made up my mind that the only thing to do 
was to let him get over things gradually, to 
keep him with us until other interests came 
along to take up his attention. Almost any 
love affair will die out, I suppose, in time, 
and I knew that Jimmy’s interest in me 
would die out quicker, if he kept on seeing 
me, as Bert’s wife, than if he went off 
somewhere by himself and brooded over it. 

So when we got back to the apartment 
I put my two hands in his. 

“Don’t let’s take life too seriously, Jimmy 
boy,” I said. “As long as we don’t hurt 
anybody else, I guess we can’t go so far 
wrong.” 

“Then you're not going to send me away ?” 

“No,” I said. “Let’s be brave, and fight 
the thing out, instead of running away from 
it.” 

He squeezed my hands, then, until I al- 
most cried out, and looked me in the eyes. 

“You’re a good woman, Sallie,” he said, 
“and that’s a fact. I wish I were your 
husband, instead of Bert, but since I’m not, 
I’m going to care for you just the same, and 
devote my life to making you happy. Good 
night.” He left me, standing in the vesti- 
bule of the apartment house and went back 
to his car. Little Bert, who had waked 
up during the drive home, was asking for 
something to eat, so I took him up, and 
fed him and put him to bed. 


HEN, while I was undressing, the door- 
latch clicked and Bert came in. 

He seemed as much surprised, to find me 
there, as I was to see him. 

“Thought you’d be spending the night at 
the shore,” he said. 

I stared at him, and for a moment I was 
angry all through. Did he think I was so 
unattractive that he could almost throw me 
into another man’s arms, especially an eager, 
vital man like Jim Saunders? 
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“I didn’t think it would look well, my 
spending the night alone, down there, with 
another man,” I said. 

He laughed at that, 
surprised at what I had said. “Jimmy Saun- 
ders is my best friend, and yours. I'm not 
afraid to trust you alone, Sallie dear. You 
ought not to suggest such a thing.” 

“I didn’t suggest it,” I said, sorry I had 
spoken. “I said it might not look well, to 
others.” 


“WELL there’s something in that, al- 
though nobody would have known 
about it. Jim is the best friend I’ve got in 
the world. If I couldn’t trust him I couldn’t 
trust anybody at all. You see what I mean, 
don’t you? Let's forget it.” 

In a way, I did see, and it made me very 
unhappy. Bert has such a high sense of 
honor, he couldn’t imagine Jimmy and me 
ever caring for each other, or admitting it, 
if we did. That has always been the trouble 
with Bert. He refuses to see life as it is. 
Most men wouldn’t care about trusting even 


and I saw he was 


their best friends that far, but Bert has queer | 


ideas. I was to find that out, later on, when 
the big tragedy of our lives faced us. 

Just then I was miserable and didn’t know 
which way to turn. If Bert had been the 
least bit suspicious, things would have been 
easier, but to have a man show the absolute 
confidence he did in me and in Jimmy, 


made me feel like some degraded wretch who | 


was taking advantage of his trust, his honor, 
behind his back. 

I couldn’t get to sleep for hours, and lay 
there wondering if it might not be better, 
after all, to tell Bert the truth, about Jimmy | 
and myself, and abide by the results. But 


that, I knew, would destroy Bert’s faith in | 


everything. And to send Jimmy away, now, 
would ruin his life. 
at it, I couldn’t see anything to do. My 
mind kept going round and round in circles. 
And in the end, like most people, I did 


nothing at all, except to go on from day to | 


day, making those about me as happy as I 
could, and feeling pretty wretched myself, 
most of the time. 

There was one good thing about Jimmy’s 
having taken the bungalow. 
there, during the week, so that I did not see 
so much of him. He had a telephone put 
in, however, and called me up every day. 

But when Saturdays came, he said he 
couldn’t wait to see me any longer, and sug- 
gested to Bert that we come down every 
week-end. 

So we drifted on, fairly happy in a way, 
and when the time for Bert’s vacation came, 
in July, we spent it, of course, at the bunga- 
low. I took care to avoid being alone with 
Jimmy as much as I could without making 
it noticeable to Bert. Little Bert was nearly 
always with us so I didn’t have much trouble, 
especially as Jimmy himself did his best to 
help. He was fine, all through that sum- 
mer, and if I did let him kiss me, once in 
a while, no harm was done by it to any one. 
In fact, as the days went on, I decided that 
our problems were solved, and that Jimmy 
was getting over what I called his infatua- 
tion for me. 


ALMOST felt sorry, at times, which was 
like a woman, I suppose, especially when 


he spent a couple of weeks running after my | 


younger sister Grace, who had come down 
for a visit. Grace is married to a man who 


has made a good deal of money, but is con- | 


siderably older than she is, and, being away 
from home for a while, there wasn’t any 
reason why she shouldn’t flirt with Jimmy, 
especially as they had been good friends 
during his college days. But when I saw 
the way she was leading him on, I got angry, 
which was very unreasonable, I suppose, un- 
less you admit that a woman can care for 
two men at the same time. 

One evening, when a party had been made 


No matter how I looked 


He was down | 


HE simplicity of the bob, and the mod- 
ern styles of hair dress, make beautiful 
hair a necessity. 

The simple, modern styles of toda 
effective ONLY when the hair itself is om 
tiful. 

Luckily, beautiful hair is now easily ob- 
tained. It is simply a matter of shampooing. 

Proper shampooing makes it soft and silky. 
It brings out all the real life and lustre, all 
the natural wave and color and leaves it 
fresh-looking, glossy and bright. 

When your hair is dry, dull and heavy, 
lifeless, stiff and gummy, and the strands 
cling together, and it feels harsh and disagree- 
able tothe touch, it is because your hair has 
not been shampooed properly. 

While your hair must have frequent and 
regular washing to keep it beautiful, it can- 
not stand the harsh effect of ordinary soaps. 
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How Famous Movie Stars 


Keep their“ BOBS”’so Attractive 


P hy year after year, discriminating women depend upon this 
simple method of shampooing. - 
How it brings out all the natural life, wave and color and 
_— - hair that wonderful gloss and silky sheen so much 
esire 


The free alkali in ordinary soaps soon dries 
the scalp, makes the hair brittle and ruins it. 

That is why leading motion picture stars 
and discriminating women, everywhere, now 
use Mulsified cocoanut oil shampoo. This 
clear, pure and entirely greaseless product 
brings out all the real beauty of the hairand 
cannot possibly injure. It does not dry the 
scalp or make the hair brittle, no matter how 
often you use it. 


A Simple, Easy Method 


Just wet the hair and scalp in clear, warm 
water. Then apply a little Mulsified cocoa- 
nut oil shampoo, rubbing it in thoroughly 
all over the scaip, and all through the hair. 

Two or three teaspoonfuls make an abun- 
dance of rich, creamy lather, which cleanses 
thoroughly and rinses out easily, removing 
every particle of dust, dirt and dandruff. 

It keeps the scalp soft and the hair fine 
and silky, bright, glossy, fresh-looking and 
easy to manage. 

You can get Mulsified cocoanut oil sham- 
poo at any drug store or toilet goods counter, 
anywhere in the world. 

A 4-ounce bottle should last for months. 


Mail This Coupon and Try it FREE | j 
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Send your name and address today for this 
amazing new book. It tells all about the big 
money and startling opportunities in this 
thrilling new field and how you can qualify 
for a real job in this fascinating industry. 
Learn at Home 
Find out all about the sudden demand for 
laring young men in Aviation, and how you 
can now secure the basic fundamentals of 
at home in spare time Send at 
once for this startling FREE book, Opportuni- 
en in the Airplane Industry. No obligation 
AMERICAN SCHOOL OF AVIATION 
3601 Michigan Ave., Dept. 3187, Chicago, Il. 
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greasy cream—in compressed form. 
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all stores. 
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up to drive to the village and see a motion 
picture, I said I had a headache, and would 
stay home. I wanted to see what Jimmy 
would do. Just as they were all ready to 
start, and Bert and little Bert and Grace 
were in the car, Jim said, as though the idea 
had just come to him, that it would never 
do to leave me sitting around all the evening 
alone, and that he would stay and keep me 
company. I urged him to go, said that 
Grace would be disappointed, and that I 
could read a book, but Jimmy wouldn’t hear 
of it, and told the others to drive off. 

When he came back from the car I had 
gone out to the back of the bungalow and 
was lying there in a big porch swing, my 
arm over my eyes. 

“Hello,” he whispered, and stood beside 
me. 

“Is that vou, Jim?” I asked. 

“Yes, Sallie. How is your headache?” 

“T haven’t any headache, Jim,” I said. 

“Oh!” I heard him take a deep breath, and 
I knew he understood that I had wanted 
to see him. 

“You ought to have gone with the others,” 
I went on. “I’m sure Grace must have been 
disappointed.” 

In that moment his arms were about me, 
and his lips were on mine, although I tried 
to turn my head away. 

“I’ve been trying to put you out of my 
mind,” he whispered. 

“What’s the use, 
“She’s married, too.’ 

“What's the use, with anybody?” he said. 
“You're the only woman I want, ever have 
wanted, ever will want! I played around 
with Grace, to make things easier for you 
and for me! Now I’m tired of playing. I 
can’t stand any more. You are my woman, 
Sallie, mine, and I’m never going to let you 
go again as long as I live.” 


with Grace?” I said. 


T THAT moment I was so glad to hear 

what he said, to feel his arms around 
me, that I forgot all about Grace. I told him 
how wretched I'd been all those weeks, 
which was true, in spite of everything. I 
can’t explain it, but I think I was happier 
that minute than I have ever been in my 
life. 

When that summer was over, and Bert 
and I came back to town, Jimmy decided 
to stay on at the bungalow for a while. He 
had rented it until November, he said, and 
might as well enjoy the fall weather. Also, 
he said, Bert and I could keep on coming 


| down week-ends, but it didn’t work out that 


way. 
In the first place, little Bert was taken 
sick, with intestinal trouble, which kept him 
in bed for weeks, until he wasted away to 
a shadow of his old self. And then big 


| Bert caught the “flu” and just barely escaped 


having pneumonia. I had to nurse them 
both. Money was scarce, and I was too 
worn out and ill myself when it was all 
over to care much about anything. 

Jimmy left the bungalow, during big Bert’s 
illness, and came to stay at a Brooklyn hotel. 
He was in and out of the apartment every 
day, bringing fruit and all sorts of things 
for Bert, insisting on bringing into the case 
a high-priced specialist from New York. I 
honestly think that what Jimmy did then, 
together with my nursing, saved Bert’s life. 
And while we never mentioned the matter 
to each other by so much as a word, I think 
we both felt that we made up a little to 
Bert for our disloyalty to him. 

During those weeks, no man could have 


| been a better and truer friend to anybody 


than Jim Saunders was to Bert and me. He 
even wanted to lend us the money for a 
trip to Bermuda or the West Indies, and 
when Bert wouldn’t take it, insisted on turn- 
ing the bungalow over to us, so we could 
all have a couple of weeks to recuperate. 
“It will be warm and pleasant, during 
the fall weather,” he said, “and do you a 
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lot of good. Bert isn't fit to go back to 
the office, yet. You can have the place to 
yourselves.” 

“Aren’t you going to be there?” I asked. 

“No,” Jimmy told me. “I’ve decided 
against that. I’m going away.” 

“Where ?” I said. 

“Oh, I don’t know. It doesn’t make much 
difference. I’m thinking about taking a run 
out to the Coast for a while.” 

“Are you going on my account, Jimmy?” 
I asked him. 

“Yes. Yours and Bert’s. He needs you, 
now, to help him get well and strong. I'd 
only be in the way. Here are the keys of 
the place, and I’m leaving my car, for you 
to run around in.” He took an envelope 
from his pocket and showed me some papers. 
“Got my tickets and everything. Train 
leaves this afternoon.” 

“Then I won’t see you again,” I said. 


“No for a couple of months, at least. 
I want to think things over.” 

He asked me to write, and I said I would 
as soon as he sent me his address. Then he 
went in to say good-by to Bert. We had 
been standing in the kitchen, where I was 
fixing some broth and when I took it in, 
he and Bert were shaking hands. 

“I can’t begin to tell you how I appreci- 
ate all you’ve done, old man,” Bert said. 
He was sitting up in bed. “Expect to be 
on top of the world by the time you get 
back.” 

Jimmy said he hoped he would, and kissed 
little Bert, who was playing checkers with 
his father, and we went out to the living 
room. I felt like crying, without exactly 
knowing why, and I was wondering if Jimmy 
was going to kiss me. 

“Take care of yourself, Jim,” I told him. 

He bent down and just touched my lips 
with his. 

“Try to, Sallie,” he said. “Be a good 
girl, and don’t forget to write.” Then he 
was gone. I went to the window and looked 
out, and the last I saw of him he was 
crossing the street, in the direction of the 
subway station. My eyes filled up. After 
a while I heard Bert calling to me for a 
glass of water. I thought I had got all the 
tears out of my eyes, but he noticed them. 

“Jimmy is the best friend a man ever 
had,” he said. I couldn’t speak. When I 
got back to the kitchen I shut the door and 
sat down for a good cry. 

The next week we went down to the 
bungalow. 

I suppose I ought to have been happy, 
down there at the shore. The weather was 
beautiful. Warm, bright gold days and 
crisp cool nights that made us glad to light 
the big log fire in the living room. The 
bungalow was not heated except for this 
open fire, but Jimmy had sent down a 
couple of electric heaters, to take the morn- 
ing chill off the rooms, and during the day 
little Bert and his father were outside in the 
sunshine. They were both getting well and 
strong and I was glad, though I felt blue 
and out of sorts myself. As I look back now 
I am convinced that the dreadful thing which 
was so soon to happen must have cast its 
shadow before. 

The first we heard of Jim was a postal 
card from Atlanta, sending his love to all. 
Then one trom New Orleans, and after 
that several more from other towns, on his 
way up the coast. He did not stop at Los 
Angeles, as we had expected, but went right 
through to San Francisco, and his postal 
from there hinted that he might go on to 
Honolulu in two or three weel:s. The card 
gave the name of the hotel at which he 
was stopping, and was addressed to me. 
“Hope you are all well,” it said. “Am 
writing.” 

I looked for the postman very eagerly all 
that day and the next, and at last Jimmy’s 
letter came. It was really two letters, one, | 
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Perfume 


in the World 


Rieger’s FLOWER DROPS are unlike other 
perfumes. The delightful odors are not only 
exquisitely superior but the perfume is so 
concentrated that the delicate odor from each 
single drop lasts a full week or longer 
It is the most costly perfume ($10 an ounce), 
yet very economical. No alcohol — just the 
concentrated essence of flowers. A delightful 
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{a nice friendly chatty note, which I gave to 
Bert to read, and the other, a real letter to 
}me, which I read while Bert and Junior were 
lout walking on the beach, and then two or 
three times more, that night, after they had 
cone to bed. 

It was a long letter, the first and only love 
letter I had ever received from Jimmy. 

“Dearest Sallie,” it began, and went on 
page after page, to tell of his desperate love 
for me, of his struggle to fight against it, 
of what I meant to him, that he felt to- 
ward me as he would toward his wife, of 
the disloyalty he had shown toward Bert, 
and how he hated himself for it, and of 
his determination to go away, and stay 
away rather than run the risk of bringing 
unhappiness to the two people he loved 
most in the world. I was amazed at his 
writing as frankly as he did, but Jimmy was 
always like that, frank and outspoken, and 


|he knew very well that Bert would never 


| open one of my letters. 


| longer, why, 


}ter from you in my life. I've 


DON’T know how I am ever going to 

live without you. Sallie darling,” he 
wound up. “You are the one woman of my 
life and always will be. When I remember 
that night, when you stayed home from the 
movies I feel as though I couldn't wait to 
take the train back, and live all those happy 
moments over again. 

“But I mustn't do that. Only tragedy 
would come of it, in the end. So I shall 
go on, as I am going on now, and see what 
happens to me. And if I can’t go any 
then I'll stop. Please write 
to me, dear. I shall wait here until I get 
a letter. Tell me all you think, and feel. 
I want to know. I have never received a let- 
never re- 
ceived a love letter from any woman. Can’t 
I have one from you, to help me on my 
way?” 

But when it came to writing a letter like 
that, it wasn’t so easy. Not that I had any 
trouble finding things to say. My thoughts 
would have choked my pen, because I was 
dearly fond of Jimmy and it seemed as 
though, after reading his letter, that I must 
tell him. The difficulty was to find time 
and opportunity to write. The bungalow 
was a fairly large one, with three bedrooms 
opening off the living room, kitchen and 
bath. The living room had a desk in it, 
where I always wrote my letters, but I 
couldn't sit there and pour my heart out to 
Jimmy, with Bert in his bedroom, not fif- 
teen feet away. I did not know at what 
moment he might walk in and surprise me. 
And the mere thought of that drove all 
idea of what I wanted to say out of my 
head. 

It was because I felt guilty, I suppose, 
that I was so nervous and upset. I wanted 
to be absolutely alone when I wrote to 
Jimmy, and I finally came to the conclusion 
that the only thing to do was to go up to 
town, on a shopping expedition and write 
from some hotel there. 

I could not go to the city the next day, 
however, because Bert had to go. There 
were some matters at the office, he said, that 
required his attention. He was practically 
well, by this time, and expected to start in 
work again the following Monday. That 
day was Friday, and when he telephoned the 
office, as he did every morning, they sug- 
gested that he come up on the next con- 
venient train. 

I drove him over to the station and then 
came back to write my letter. Now that 


Bert had gone, I could do it just as well 
at home. What I wanted to do, particularly, 
was to cheer Jimmy up, and while I tried 
to be careful in what I said, it is not easy 
to write to any one you care for and not 
say a great deal. In fact, I had to say a 
great deal. I knew that the least sign of 
coldness, of change on my part would make 
Jimmy feel terribly, and either bring him 
back to me by the next train, or send him 
off on some desperate course. So I begged 
him to cheer up, because I cared for him 
and always would, and hoped, when he got 
tired of California he would come _ back 
again. 

I said a great many more things of the 
sort that women write to men, when they 
are very fond of them. Nothing that was 
not true, either. Jimmy had been too good 
and dear to all of us, for me to refuse the 
little bit of comfort and happiness I knew 
my letter would bring him, out there in that 
lonely hotel. I was not trying to keep our 
affair alive or to be untrue to my husband. 
I felt that I owed Jimmy that letter. And 
in writing to him as I did, I had no sense 
of unfaithfulness to Bert. 

It was long after lunch when my letter 
was finished, and I decided I had better 
drive over to the village with little Bert right 
away and post it. First, however, I thought 
I would read Jimmy’s letter to me once 
more, before tearing it up. I had just fin- 
ished, when I heard Bert's step outside. A 
moment later the door opened. 

I was very much surprised to see him 
home so early, and frightened, too, because 
he seemed to be in a great hurry, and there 
was a terrible look on his face. I slipped 
the two letters into a drawer of the desk, 
as Bert came in. 

“What's the matter?” I asked, trembling 
so I could hardly speak. I was afraid he 
had foind out something about Jimmy and 
me, but in a minute I knew I was wrong, for 
he came up to me and put his arm about 
my shoulders as I sat there at the desk. 

“Don’t get excited, dear,” he said, “but 
there’s been an accident to Jimmy. I’ve got 
a wire.” 

“He’s dead?” I whispered, my heart al- 
most choking me. 

“No. He isn’t dead, but badly hurt, I’m 
afraid.” Then he went on to tell me that 
the wire he had received was from a doctor 
in one of the San Francisco hospitals, say- 
ing that Mr. Saunders had been brought 
there after having been knocked down by 
an automobile. He was seriously but not 
fatally hurt, and had asked that his friend, 
Mr. Herbert Graham, in New York, be no- 
tified at once. 


FEEL I ought to go out there at once,” 

Bert said. “I’ve talked matters over with 
our chief, and he is quite willing, under the 
circumstances, to let me take the time off. 
I think you ought to go too, Sallie, for a 
reason I’ve never spoken to you about be- 
fore. 

“I hate to mention it, at a time like this,” 
he said slowly, “but just before Jimmy left 
for the Coast he came to me and handed me 
an envelope. It contained his will, he said, 
which he had made in case anything hap- 
pened to him. He had named me as execu- 
tor, and because he was so fond of you, and 
hadn’t any near relatives, he had decided 
to leave every cent he had in the world to 
you!” 

When I heard that, 
came black around me, 


things suddenly be- 
and I fainted. 


HAT had I ever done to deserve the torment of the days that followed? 
Was I to lose Jimmy this way because I had been too cowardly to 


acknowledge his love? 
was to be discovered? 


Was I to lose Bert's love because my love for Jimmy 
When you read what happened in November Smart SET 


you'll see why I forgot about the money involved, the money I was to live to 
curse as “Hush Money” 
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For the Love 
of a Dog 


[Continued from page 75] 


“What a darling dog!” she cried. “I 
imply must have him!” 

“Now there’s a dog for you,” boomed 
Wilson as though he had created him. 
Whenever he frisks about you, imagine it’s 
e, lavishing devotion.” 

Less than a week later, in New York, 
vith Wolverine upon a leash beside me, I 
vas making my way to the garage in Fifty- 
jourth street where I had left my car, -vhen 
| came face to face with Wilson. 

“Hello there,’ he cried with his usual 
exuberant vitality, “Where you bound for?” 

I explained. 

“Want to talk to you for a moment,” he 
ran on. “Business palaver. I’ve got a club 
here in the next street. Come along.” He 
took hold of my arm and Wolverine, not- 
withstanding her excellent breeding, uttered 
a deep growl and the wolf-like hackles 
about her neck bristled. 

“That dog you brought my wife,” Wilson 
began, once we were seated in deep leather 
chairs, with Wolverine between my knees, 
‘is a great success. I suppose you have 
plenty of others. By the way, this dog you 
ave here seems a fine specimen. Well, the 
point is, I want to buy another, for a lady, 
a great friend of mine who, I hope, will be 
a greater friend still. When could you bring 
a dog up there?” 

Thoroughly detesting him and his affairs 
by now, I made excuses, explained that I'd 
have to see the place, the lady, the sort of 
home into which the dog was to fit, and 
s0 On. 

But Wilson would brook no_ excuses. 
“Nothing is easier,” he said. “You go 
home by way of the Concourse, don’t you? 
We'll be there in a jiffy. A little apartment 
building I own up there.” Before I knew 
it we were driving toward the Concourse, 


An American Physician 
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“Delicious Tablet 
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physical problem 


Chew it 
for 3 minutes 


Wilson beside me and Wolverine in the 
tonneau of my coupé. 

We drew up before a red brick apartment 
house with a sort of New England air about 


it. 

“Shall I take the dog along?” I asked him. 

“Sure. She'll like to see a fine-bred beast 
like that. She’s fond of dogs.” We entered 
the hallway and Wilson rang the bell of a 
ground floor rear apartment. The door} 
swung slowly open and in the obscurity of 
the doorway, where no lights had been lit 
as yet, I saw facing us a young woman 
whose features I was unable to discern. 


ELLO, child!” boomed _ Wilson. 

“Brought a visitor with me, man with 
a dog who—” Wolverine at this point inter- 
rupted by a sudden tug at the short leash on 
which I held her and a loud sharp bark. Wil- 
son uttered a laugh. “Go ahead and make a 
light, child,” he said. I spoke admonish- 
ingly to Wolverine and waiting until the | 
young lady snapped on the lights, I followed 
Wilson in and closed the door. 

“Miss Gibson, this is Mr. Starr,” Wilson 
said. She turned and faced us with a smile | 
that seemed suddenly to freeze upon her 
features. Wolverine bounded out of my 


grip, leash and all, and began to lick ag 


hands and forearms. 


Lucy! It couldn’t be! Yet it was, un-| 


mistakably Lucy in her orange-colored 


negligee! My Lucy! | 
My heart stood still for a moment, then 


it seemed suddenly bent upon shattering my 
ribs. With a presence of mind that was 
not at all my own I lifted a finger to my 
lips to caution her to silence. 

“Seems to take to you!” Wilson said 


laughing down at Wolverine. ‘Fine dog,/ 
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COOL, mint-flavored tablet . 

apparently just a bit of chewing 
gum. . . you chew it for two or three 
minutes at bedtime, until the flavor is 
gone. 


That is all. Yet notice how you feel 
next morning! 


Your whole body refreshed, invigor- 
ated, purified within—for the Saee 
poisons of constipation are gone. An 
gone without shock to the system—without 
injury to the digestion, without any of 
the unpleasant after-effects that ordi- 
nary laxatives may have for you. 

That is Feen-a-mint—the answer of 
modern science to our commonest phys- 
ical problem. 


HE “‘active principle’’ of Feen-a- 

mint is phenolphthalein—a com- 
pound whose remarkable laxative pro 
erties were discovered in Europe vam 3 
before the World War. 

Mild, pleasant, yet wonderfully effec- 
tive—almost at once the scientific world 
adopted it. 

Then, quite recently, an American 
physician made this new discovery still 
more effective by combining it with a 
delicious mint chewing-gum. 

Not simply because this was a pleas- 
ant, casy way to take it—but because 
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this combination made possible the 
advantage which experts had long 
striven for: thorough mixing of a laxative 
with the saliva before it reaches the stomach. 
Feen-a-mint was the result. 


RY it tonight yourself—your favor- 

ite druggist has it. Simply chew 
one of the little mint-flavored tablets 
until the flavor is gone. 


The chewing mixes the phenolphtha- 
lein with the mouth fluids which aid 
digestion. The result is easy, natural, 
complete laxative action in the morn- 
ing. No unhealthy violent “‘flushing”’ 
of the system—yet complete elimina- 
tion, such as the usual mild laxative so 
often fails to give. 

And for children, especially, you will 
find Feen-a-mint invaluable—accepted 
as eagerly as candy! 
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eh, Lucy? 
dog.” 

“A beautiful dog,” she murmured faintly 
with her hand upon Wolverine’s head, and 
slowly she sank into the nearest chair. 


Always thought you'd like a 


“But this one’s not for sale,” ran on 
Wilson. “Won't part with it. But he’s 
got others, all kinds of ‘em. What do you 


say, Lucy? Shall he bring you a doggie? 
Be company for you, eh?” 

With a sort of veiled horror in her eyes, 
Lucy began to move her lips uncertainly, 
but no sound came from them. 
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“What's ‘a matter, child?” Wilson said. 
He was plainly perplexed. “‘Aren’t you well? 
| Thought I'd surprise you. Sorry I didn’t 
phone first. But look here Starr! You go 
tahead and bring her the kind of a dog she’d 
| like. Savvy? Wish I could persuade you 
to leave this one, though. They seem to 
take to each other.” 


OU have persuaded me,” I said. “Wol- 
verine will be happy here. I'll leave her, 
if you say so.” 

“Good egg!” shouted Wilson leaping up 
and clapping my shoulder. “Eh, Lucy? 
Now you call me up about it tomorrow at 
| the office and we'll fix it up!” This was my 
| dismissal. I had found Lucy! But had I 
| found her dead I could not at that moment 
| have felt more completely crushed. 
| “All right, Wolverine, you stay here,” I 
managed to say with dead lips. “Good 
night.” 

Broad though the Concourse is, I narrow- 
ly escaped collision more than once before I 
was sufficiently master of my wits to turn 
round and return to the apartment house. 

“I must see her this instant and ask her 
the reasons for this and for everything,” my 
lips were saying. “But if that man is still 
there I dare not risk it. I might kill him.” 

Automatically I moved across the way 
from my parked car and in the shadows of 
a building I waited. 

Finally Wilson emerged from the entrance. 
I stifled the impulse to run and throw my- 
self upon him. He walked away, seemingly 
searching for a cab 

Then I crossed the drive and pressed the 
bell at Lucy’s door. The door opened a 
few inches and I saw Lucy’s face framed in 
the aperture. 

“May I come in a moment? I must,” I 

| said. 


}| “You!” she gasped. She trembled visibly. 


“Come in,” she murmured and stood back 
to let me pass. 

Wolverine, ecstatic with delight, 
bounding between us. 

Slowly, as though uncertain what to do, 
Lucy finally turned and faced me. Her 


“Will 


you tracked me 


came 


“Well!” she said with an effort, 
you please tell me why 


down? Is it just to humiliate me a little 
more ?” 
“Lucy!” I cried. “Can it be possible you 


I never had 
I have nothing 


hate me as much as that? 
anything but love for you. 
but love for you now.” 
“Love!” she said and there was contempt 
in her voice. “Much you know of love.” 
I started, “What can you mean?” 
“Love!” she went on her voice rising, “I 
lavished it on you. I absorbed myself in 


} you until you were all my world, and you 


threw me away. Left me alone with the 
dogs and went off to affairs with Spanish 
women or half-breeds.” 

I was dumbfounded, yet even in my 
perplexity there came the thought: 

“She still loves me—loves me or she 
wouldn’t be so angry.” 

“Lucy, dearest,” I said, “you must tell me 
what you mean. I haven’t an idea what 
you mean. I have never loved any woman 
but you. I was so unfortunate as to fall 
ill, that was all.” 


“Mean to say you weren't carrying on 
98 


with a Spanish half-breed woman tnere in 
Rio and finally went away with her to 
Buenos Aires? Think I don’t know? Think 
I haven’t heard?” 

“Lucy!” I suddenly spoke with solemnity, 


laying my hands on her shoulders. “Listen, 
darling! It’s some terrible mistake. I never 
knew any such woman. You see I went 


into the jungle. I didn’t like to write you 
that. I fell sick and the natives took care 

Slowly, deliberately, as though testifying 
for my life, I told Lucy all my poor mis- 
erable experience. 

“Oh,” she moaned. “If this is true then 
why wasn't I told? Why? Why?” 

“Because I was flat on my back with 
fever, Lucy,” I said. “But this man Wilson 
what is he to you?” I demanded. “I must 
know. 

“You must know,” she said, “that if you 
had taken me with you—all this—there 
would be nothing to know. Well, if you 
must know he is the man I am going to 


marry as soon as he gets his divorce. His 
position is much the same as mine. His 
wife cares nothing for him.” 

“That’s a lie!” I broke out. “His wife 


divorce him? Did he tell you that? Why, 
she adores him. I’ve been there. I sold 
her a dog. If ever any woman worshipped 
a man, that little woman worships him. 
He’s deceiving you.” 

“No, no!” she said. 
He couldn’t. How dare you 
things ?” 

“I dare because I know. Listen, Lucy 
darling, have no fear. I shall not let any 
one harm you. Only let me protect you. 
I'll prove to you that that man is deceiving 
you and I'll prove there was no woman in 
my life in South America. It’s some ghastly, 
horrible mistake. Let’s leave Wilson now. 
Who told you there was a Spanish woman?” 

“I can't tell you,” she answered. “It was 
someone who was there. Leo Starr, he told 
me, was a by-word there.” 

Then I knew and I leaped to my feet. 

“Leo Starr! Why didn’t you say so? He 
was another man of that name from some- 
where in Delaware. A gay bird! Oh, he 
—thank heavens that’s straight. I dare 
say he did all those things you credit me with 
while I lay sick in the jungle.” 

A wave of comprehension and despair 
seemed to pass like a cloud over Lucy’s face. 

“Oh, what have I done?” she wailed. 
“Go now! Please go, Leonard. I must be 
alone. I must think this thing out.” 

“But I can’t leave you like this,” I 
pleaded. 

“T am all right. Let 
me think.” 


“You are wrong 
say such 


I must be alone. 


ER near collapse alarmed me. I was 
disturbed, uncertain. Yet owing to the 
shocks she had sustained I felt I must 
humor her. 
“Then may I come back tomorrow,” I 
begged, “tomorrow morning?” 
“Yes. No. I'll let you know,” she said. 
“I’m too ashamed. I’ve ruined my life and 


yours; now I must think. Please go, 
Leonard.” 

“Very well,” I said. “I'll be back to- 
morrow morning.” 

Wolverine, the picture of misery, leaped 


and fawned upon me as though imploring 
me to stay. 

How I passed that night alone at “The 
Box” I do not wish to recall, but a little 
after nine the next morning my car was 
in front of the apartment house and I rang 
Lucy’s bell. For some time I waited, then 
rang again. Someone spoke so suddenly close 
behind me that I leaped like a criminal. 

“You want to see Miss Gibson?” I 


nodded. “Well she ain’t there.” The burly 
unshaven janitor leaned upon his mop 
handle. “She gone away last night "bout 


half past ten in a taxi. Maybe she gone 
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| intelligence or response. 


she just got yesterday.” 

“Gone! Where’s she gone to?” I asked. 

“Dunno,” said the man. “She didn’ leave 
no address.” 

At “The Box” when I returned from New 
York I found in my mail this brief note: 


“Dear Leonard, By my wretched lack of 
faith I have ruined my own life and injured 
yours. Don’t look for me. You are well 
rid of me. I shall take good care of Wolver- | 
ne. At some future time, when you have | 
iad a chance to recover peace, I'll return 
her to you. 


Lucy” 


I must find her. I knew that she still 
loved me and miserable as I was I found 
myself again glorying in her spirit, her 
impulsiveness. 

Early one morning as I lay sleepless, I 
heard the barking of a dog at the front 
of the house. I jumped from bed, and ran 
down to the front door. A gray dog, with 
tongue lolling out from fatigue, dragged 
itself toward me and laid a damp muzzle 
against my knees. 

“Wolverine! Good Lord!” I cried. “Where 
on earth did you come from?” My misery 
was suddenly changed to joy. Wolverine 
had been with her and now Wolverine was 
here with me! We were linked again and 
I felt a throb of hope in my heart. 


ITH my arm about Wolverine’s neck 
and holding her forepaws like the 
hands of a lost friend I led her in. 
“Here’s milk, Wolvie,” I said “with a 
fine layer of cream to it!” 


for some time, ‘cause she took her new dog | 


I poured the milk into a pan and held 
it out to her. But she only lay panting, 
gazing at me with weary eyes, as though 
saying, “I’m still too tired to eat.” 

“My poor doggie,” I murmured caressing 
her head between my hands. “You must 
have had a run this night. If only you 
could tell me where you came from all my 
troubles would be over.” 

Later that morning Wolverine had her 
milk and happily dozed before the fire. 
But the more absolute and contented the 
tranquility that settled upon Wolverine the 
more heavy and oppressive became my own 
thoughts. 

“What, in heaven’s name,” I asked myself, 
“could I do to break this barrier of ignor- 
ance? Somewhere there must be a way.” 

Toward dawn of the following day, 
however, out of the milling of my thoughts, 
the sudden glimmer of an idea came to me. 

On the table beside my bed, lay Lucy’s 
slippers, the one object she had left behind. 

“Wolverine!” I cried. “Look, see, doggie!” 
She leaped to my side and placed her fore- 
paws upon the coverlet. “Look, Wolver- 
ine! This is hers! Do you understand?” 

Wolverine nosed the slipper and gave an 
ecstatic bark. 

“Wolverine! Think you could find her? 
Go back to her? Let’s go, Wolverine! Find 
her!” The dog barked, whirled about and 
came back with her nose to the slipper. 

“Let's go to her, Wolverine. Shall we 
go? Will you lead me?” 

With close intent scrutiny I watched the 
dog to read any gesture, any_ glimmer of 


IT’S THE YOUNGER CROWD THAT SETS THE STANDARD! 


O to the younger 
crowd if you want the 
right word on what to wear 
or drive or smoke. And 
notice, please, that the 
particular cigarette they 
call their own today is one 
that you’ve known very 
well for a very long time. 


| What a whale of a difference just a few cents make! 


Wol€erine seized 
the slipper from my hand, scampered about | 
the room, then brought it back to me. 

“We go, Wolverine. We go!” I almost | 
shouted and dropping the slipper on the | 
bureau I began to dress. } 

Then Wolverine did a singular thing, She | 
abandoned me suddenly, scuttled down the | 
stairs and in a moment returned bearing in| 
her mouth my gloves and the stout Trish | 
walking-stick I usually carried on my country | 
walks. 

‘Good! Good old dog!” I exclaimed in 
excited amazement. “I think you under-! 
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| stand me at last, old scout. Don’t you?” 

I waved the slipper at the dog as though 
it were a reward held out for all her canine 
wisdom. Once dressed I snatched up the 
gloves and walking stick. The dog leaped 
to the bureau, seized the slipper, and stood 
regarding me. 


“By George! I think you'll do it!” I 
cried. “Let’s go, Wolverine, back where 
you came from.” The wonderful dog, 


slipper in mouth, bounded to the door. 


“Six Months Ago 
All I Got 
Was Sympathy” 


.; HY Ruth, what in the world 


has happened to you?” 


Frances Knight hadn’t seen me 


for six months. We were chums untjl she 
married and moved away. At that time I 
was on the verge of a breakdown. All my 
friends felt sorry for me. I was always tired, 
always weary, always despondent. My 
nerves were worn to a ragged edge. My 
head ached, my back ached, every bone in 
my body seemed to ache. All 1 got was 


sympathy—and advice. 

Naturally I tried everything that sounded 
reasonable. I took tonics, pills and powders 
until I was a walking drug store. Still, at 
that, my entire physical condition was that 
of an old woman. Though I| was seldom 
really sigk enough to call a physician, yet 
I was always so tired, so worn out. My face 
was drawn and haggard. My eyes became 
dull and sickly looking. My complexion 
was “pasty” and colorless 

Then one day I heard someone refer to 
me as having “one foot in the grave!” 
What a shock it was to hear that! How 
angry I felt! 

I decided then and there to find “the way 
out.” How well I did can be seen by just 
looking at me. 

My secret is simply that of Annette 
Kellermann’s methods! I read, in a maga- 
zine, of Annette Kellermann’s life—how 
called the world’s most perfect 
voman, was once practically a cripple; 
ing, always sickly. 


she, who is 


The story of how she dragged herself out 
of misery and actually made of herself the 
beautiful woman she is, 
me new hope and new faith. I wrote 
her book, “The Body Beautiful,” 


scribes her meth ds. 


lovely, healthy, gave 
to her for 


which de- 


To that little book, I can truthfully say, I owe the 
rful health and exuberance of spirit that is mine 
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Wolverine keeping ahead of me took the 
road leading past “The Box” northeastward, 
runnin; evidently toward the New York 
State cine. She showed no trace of hesi- 
tation, only glancing about now and then 
to see that she was followed. 

For some three miles, perhaps, the dog 
kept steadily to the road. . Then abruptly 
she abandoned it, leaped a stone fence and 
took to the woods. 


T THE end of another five or six miles 

of woodland march, crossing fences, nar- 
row country lanes, stubbled farm lands, the 
edges of private estates and even gardens, 
Wolverine leaped a fence and turned into 
what I recognized as the Long Ridge Road. 
This road, since repaired, was then rutted 
deep and miry with soft clay, but at least it 
was a road. 

Always waiting for me at a turn or a 
bend, the dog would move forward again 
as soon as she knew I was following. Toward 
eleven o'clock I stopped at a small grocery 
store by the roadside and procured some 
milk, some potted ham and a loaf of bread. 
No sooner had Wolverine finished her share 
than she appeared again eagerly impatient 
to go. 

As though drilled for this task, the dog 
again bounded forward. In and out among 
woodland and meadowland wound the road, 


past farmsteads and closed up country 
places, but still fortunately she kept the 
road. 


Some two or three miles before Bedford, 
Wolverine with a glance behind her to see 
that I was following, leaped a ditch and 
once again took to the woods. 

With a groan I scrambled after her. 
Fortunately the November sun was not too 
hot and the shade of even the largely de- 
nuded autumn woods was welcome to me 
after the steady trudging. The pad of 
Wolverine’s feet continued steadily upon the 
beds of dead leaves and again and again I 
had to call her to halt until I penetrated 
some thicket of leafless bushes, under which 
Wolverine had gone gliding like a shadow. 

Wolverine, now visibly tired, seemed to 
be showing signs of excitement and she was 
again keeping steadily to the road. Towards 
four o'clock, just as the sun was going down, 
she made a sudden spurt of joyous speed 
and turned in at an old weatherworn farm 
house about half way between Cross River 
and Salem. 

My heart fell. That place couldn’t be 
Lucy’s home! A wild goose chase after all! 

An elderly woman, wearing spectacles and 
a large gingham apron, was standing in the 
yard beaming upon Wolverine and nodding 
toward me. 

“Oh, I’m so glad you found that dog,” 
she began before I had a chance to speak. 
“We've been so worried. The poor child 
will be glad to see him. She’s worried her- 
self sick. And her here for a rest, too!” 

“Where is this dog’s owner?” I asked. 


“Oh, she’s upstairs poor thing. All 
tuckered out with worrying herself. You 
can’t see her, I'm afraid. She’s not been 


down today. Come into the kitchen, I’m 
sure she'll want to know your address any-~ 
how to thank you for your trouble.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said, “but if she wants her 
dog back the lady will have to see me.” 

“Now you just wait a minute,” said the 
old lady. “I'll see what I can do. Maybe 
it'll do her good to come down.” 

Five minutes later, the woman returned 
and asked me to go into the “parlor.” 

In the dim, stuffy room, lighted only by 
a small fire in the shallow hearth, standing 
in er orange colored negligee, was Lucy! 

Wolverine, slipper in mouth, bounded 
toward her and with a joyous leap offered 
her the slipper. 

Lucy automatically took it and a quiver 
of surprise passed over her startled features. 
She glanced up quickly at the figure shrouded 
in the obscurity of the room. 

“Leonard!” she gasped. 

“Lucy!” I said. “Wolverine has led me 
to you. She came to show me the way. 
She—oh, Lucy, won’t you let her show you 
the way back home?” 

Lucy said nothing. But her lips parted 
suddenly and a smile at once tearful and 
sunny, like an April sky, illumined her face. 

“Lucy,” I said softly, “Wolverine has led 
me to you across more than thirty miles of 
country. She would have led me hundreds 
of miles if necessary. She knows we two 
ought to be together—because we love each 
other. We've had a long search for you. 
Won't you say that this is the end of the 
search ?” 

And when I seized her hungrily in my 
arms, Lucy did not resist me. 

“Oh, Leonard, Leonard—could you still 
care for—?” that was all her lips were 
permitted to say. 

“I know a justice in Stamford, my 
darling,” I whispered, “who could re-marry 
us tomorrow morning if we asked him.” 

Lucy hung in my arms silent and inert 
for a space. But in a moment she turned 
her tear-wet face up to me and I saw that 
she was smiling. 

“Stamford isn’t so far away,” she flashed 
“and there’s a telephone here. Why couldn't 
it be tonight, Leonard?” 

“Tell me one thing, Lucy,” I broke out 
even in that moment of joy with the op- 
pressive thought that had been consuming 
me these long weeks. “I trust you abso- 
lutely. But—you know what I must feel: 
How did you come to meet that man Wilson 
and—and—what was he to you?” 


UCY’S face darkened a shade, but her 
eyes looked straight into mine as she 
said: 

“He—he was a bad dream, Leonard. The 
first time I ever saw him was when I rented 
my apartment from him, about three months 
ago. He was my landlord—and—he said 
he wanted to marry me. How thankful I 
am that you and Wolverine came when you 
did.” 

I was thankful, too. I could not endure 
that subject further. There was a fierce 
exultant triumph in my heart. 

“To Wolverine,” I said, “really belongs all 
the credit. We'll have to show our grati- 
tude to that doggie, Lucy, by the care we 
take of her.” 

“No child was ever taken care of as I'll 
care for Wol¥trine,” said Lucy. “She’s the 
best friend either of us has ever had.” 

Our happiness, on a solider basis now than 
our first marriage, has never allowed us to 
forget the great debt of gratitude we owe 
to Wolverine. 


OES one have to be in the limelight doing something spectacular to be a good 
sport? Can a backwoods farmer be as good a sport in the eyes of a cultured 


girl as a popular varsity football player? 


Perhaps you will acquire a new sense of 


values after you have read the story in November Smart Set about the man who 


thought he knew thoroughbreds, whether horses or men. 
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Soul Mates 


[Continued from page 71] 


ves, and a cord tightening in her neck, 
nd she had developed a tight way of hold- 
1g her mouth, as a frightened child holds 
‘s mouth when it faces the dark. 

But there were no facing-the-dark symp- 
oms about Eugene. He had exchanged his 
Chocolate Soldier” shape for a “Butter 'N 
i-gg Model” and wore dark brown suits with 

hair line of red and snappy plaid socks. 
He was beginning to get a little bald in back 
ind a little bulgy in front but otherwise he 
vas the same old life of the millinery cir- 
‘uit. The circuit had increased, for his tech- 
nique, although hard on wives, was certainly 
vood for the hat trade and he was selling 
two or three of the larger houses regularly. 
That is what really brought things to a head. 

As long as he'd only covered the small 
towns, things had been safe enough. The 
town milliner was part of the family in 
those little places and though she might 
entertain a few secret flutterings of the heart 
she wasn’t apt to do anything desperate, 
which suited Eugene, who wasn’t keen on 
doing anything desperate himself. But in 
the larger places it was different. 

It was a city girl who finally made Mil- 
dred snap up off her knees and stop thank- 
ing God for Eugene. 

Not so much of a girl at that. They still 
called Miss Mayme Smythe “girlie” but it 
wasn’t on account of her years. Her hair, 
at the time Eugene met her, was a noisy 
henna. Her chassis was stream line, up- 
holstered in beige moiré. Her speed was 

Well, what have you? 

And most of the boys who “sold” her store 
had gotten her license number way back be- 
fore the war. Hunting had been mighty slim 
for several years when Eugene dropped in. 

She swallowed him at one gulp and he 
didn’t even struggle. All she had to do was 
to tell him that he was a great, big, wonder- 
ful hero, which, of course, was proof enough 
to Eugene that she was the world’s wisest 
and most fascinating female. 

I guess it didn’t take Mayme Smythe long 
to discover that she had an amateur on her 
hands, but she kept the information strictly 
to herself. The truth was, she was in grim 
earnest in this affair. She was growing tired 
of being out on her own and only Mayme 
Smythe knew what a right she had to be 
tired. She wanted to settle down with a 
fair prospect for comfort in her old age. 

Before their first dinner was ended she 
had sobbingly confessed the perilous loneli- 
ness of a fair maid in a large city and coyly 
hinted at the capitulation of her hitherto 
unvanquished heart. It wasn’t hard to make 
Eugene feel that she was the only woman 
who ever understood him. On their next 
meeting she managed to make him see how 
life without her would not be worth living. 
\t this point he had to leave and cover 
three small towns, but she called him up 
every night. Long distance calls. At mid- 
night. Those long distance visits made him 
ieel like a regular devil. They finished him 
off in fact. At last he was leading a life 
worthy of a gentleman of his mettle. 


E DOUBLED back to see her over the 
week-end. When he left Sunday night, 
to return to Milly, he was determined to 
take the great step. He had a right to his 
iberty. It was going to be a little tough 
Milly but she couldn’t expect him to go 

on living a lie. 

He had used words like that before. In 
act, they had been his stock in trade in 
‘romoting his charms to the village belles 
vhile he was still keeping a foot on first 
base, but he had never meant them before. 
He did now, or at least he thought he did. 
And Milly thought he did too, when he had 
nformed her, in heavy, broken accents that 


GROW—YES GROW 


Eyelashes 
and Eyebrows 
like this in 
30 days 


By Lucille Young 


America’s most widely known Beauty Expert 
for fifteen years. Beauty Adviser to cver a 


Now Eyelashes and Eyebrows can be made to grow. My 
covery MUST accomplish this, or its cost will be refunded in full. 
Over 10,000 women have made the test. I have the most marvelous 


testimonials. Read a few here. 


public, under oath, that they are genuine and voluntary. 


The most marvelous discovery has 
been made—a way to make eye- 
lashes and eyebrows actually 
grow. Nowif you want long, curl- 
ing, silken lashes, you can have 
them—and beautiful, wonderful 
eyebrows. 

I know that women will be wild to 
put my new discovery to test. I 
want them to—at my risk. While 
everything else has failed, my 
search of years has at last disclosed 
the secret. 

So now I say to women that no 
matter how scant the eyelashes and 
eyebrows, I will increase their 
length and thickness in 30 days—or 
not accept a single penny. There 
are no strings attached to my guar- 
antee! No “ifs,” ‘‘ands,” or ‘“‘may- 
bes!” New growth or no pay. And 
you are the sole judge. 


Proved Beyond the Shadow 
of a Doubt 


Not just a few, but over ten thousand 
women have proved that my wonder- 
ful discovery works. I have from 
these women some of the most start- 
ling testimonials ever written. I 
print a few of them on this page. 
And I have sworn to their genuineness 
before a notary public. Please note 
the first testimonial—an amazing 
statement that my discovery actually 
Reeser hair on the forehead, for a 

me as well as growing eyelashes 
and eyebrows. 


What My Discovery Means 


million women. 


new dis- 


I have attested before a notary 


An Entirely New, Scientific 
Principle 


For years, I have sought my dis- 
covery—tried thousands upon thou- 
sands of ways. ut they were the 
ways others have tried. I, like 
others, failed utterly. Then I made 
a discovery, found that the roots of 
the eyelashes and eyebrows were 
marvelously responsive to a certain 
rare ingredient—found that this in- 
gredient must be applied in an entirely 
mew way. There is a secret about 
my discovery—but no mystery. It 
accomplishes its remarkable results 
just as nature does for those women 
who possess beautiful eyelashes and 
eyebrows. I know I have now given 
women the wish of their hearts— 
made the most astounding beauty 
discovery yet recorded. 


You Can Have Proof 
at My Sole Risk 


Remember . . in 30 days I guar- 
antee results that will not only 
delight, but amaze. If your eye- 
lashes and eyebrows do not actually 
grow, if you are not wholly and 
entirely satisfied, you will not be out 
one penny. The introductory price 
of my discovery is Os Later the 
price will be regularly $5. 00. 


Send No Money With Order 


Send no money . simply mail 
coupon. When package arrives, pay 
postman only $1.95 plus a few cents 
postage. Use my wonderful dis- 
covery for full 30 days. Then if not 
delighted, return it and I will refund 
your money without comment. Mail 
coupon today to 


Read These Amazing 
Testimonial Letters 


Dear Miss Young: I have just 
used your Eyelash and Eye- 
brow Beautifier and have re- 
ceived good results. Further- 
more, while I was applying it 
to my eyes, I thought I'd put 
it on my forehead at the side, 
to make a dip. I continued to 
do so and was astonished one 
day when I saw that there 
actually was hair on my fore- 
head. I will have a natural 

dip on my forehead. 
Luretta Prinze, 
1952 Cudaback Ave., 
Niagara Falls, N. Y. 

Dear Lucille Young: I am 
more than please d with your 
Eyebrow and E 

tifier. My eye clashes are grow- 
ing thick, long, and luxurious 
Miss Flora J. Corriveau, 
9 Pinette Ave., Biddeford, Me 


*** 


Dear Miss Young: I cert pialy 
am delighted with the - 
brow and Eyelash Be wutifier 
I notice the greatest difference 
and so many people I come in 
contact with remark how 
silky and long my eyelashes 
appear to be. 
Mile. Heffle finger, 
240 W. “B" _ Carlisle, Pa 
Lucille Pinan I have been 
using your Eyelash and Eye- 
brow Beautifier Method. It is 
surely 
earl Provo, 
2954 Tay lor St .N.E., 
papolis, Minn: 
** 
Dear Friend: A million or 
more thanks to you Miss 
Young. I am greatly pleased 
My eyebrows and lashes are 
beautiful now I will praise 
you to all my friends and I do 
not need to speak that praise 
—my appearance tells the tale. 
Naomi Otstot, 5437 West- 
minster Ave., W. Phila, Pa. 


to BEAUTY 
To fringe the eyes with long, curling, 
natural lashes—to make the eyebrows 
intense, strong, silken lines! Think 
of it. All the mysterious, alluring 
charm of veiled eyes, the witchery 
and beauty only one woman in a 


now you, everyone, can have this 
beauty—impart to loveliness this 
greatest of all single charms. 


In one week—sometimes in a day or 
two—you notice the effect. 

merely follow simple directions. please note. 
like a silken fringe. The darling 
little upward curl shows itself. ne 
eyebrows become sleek and tractable 
—with a noticeable appearance of 
growth and thickness. You will have 


discovery the allotted time. postage. 


Yours for 


Say the word and we’!ll send you a genuine L 
Smith (world’s only ball bearing typewriter) 


to test 10 days. All the latest operating at- 
tachments; beautifully rebuilt; GUARANTEED 5 
YEARS. Sensationally priced; 0% saving; easy terms. 
FREE ,Typewriting Course, Tools, Waterproof 
OW. Write for Special Offer 


hundred now possesses in full. But Lucille Young Building, Chicago, Ill. 


Screen Stars, Ac- 
Results Noticeable in a Week tresses, Society 
Women, and Pro- 
fessional Beauties 
ou 
eyelashes become more_beautiful— are vitally interest- 
ed in this discovery. 


you prefer, send 
the thrill of a lifetime— know that all 8/.96 with this coupon 
you have to do is carry out use of my will pay the 


Lucille Young, 73-A_ Lucille Young Bldg. 
Chicago, Ill.—Send me your new discovery 
for growing eyelashes and cyebrows. On 
arrival I will pay postman only $1.95, plus 
a few cents postage. If not delighted, I 
will return it within 30 days and you will 
at once refund my money without question. 


Name. 


St. Address. 


PayYOU | 
$100aWeek 


Make $100.00 a week and up, sell- 
ing our fine made-to- measure, 
all-wool suits, direct to wearer. Biggest values— 
on sight. Biggest commissions paid 
in advance. We attend to Savery and collections. 
6x9 cloth samples—over 100 styles —furnis 
FREE. Ambitious men write at once. 


| W.Z. GIBSON, inc., 161 W. Harrison, Dept. K 596, Chicago 
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$100 for One Good 


who never dreamed 
can now become 
artists at home, in spare time, by 
amazingly simple way. Students 
write telling us they never realized 
that learning to draw could be so 
easy. Many are able to earn good 
making drawings before completing 
Miss Hartleigh made $235 
after 12 lessons; David Gould made $225 
on one job while still just a student. E. V. 
Fritsch wrote “I earn $10 to $15 a day.” 
Big Money in Commercial Art 
Millions of dollars are being spent this 
year on advertising and story 
commercial designs, and cartoons. And even 
more will be spent next year. Commercial 
art is a tremendous field—and a field where 
very big money is gladly paid anyone who 
can produce good art work. Advertisers, 
magazines, newspapers, printing 
business concerns all need trained artists. 


| Thousands 
they could draw 


money 
our training. 


Become AnArtist 
This Tested Way 


illustrations, } 


houses, | 


Competent artists easily earn from $50 to| 


over $250 a week. Why don’t you too 
enter this fascinating, big pay business? 


Learn to Draw by This Simple Method 


You will be amazed at the ease 
you learn—amazed too at your rapid progress. 
You start at the very simplest fundamentals, 
yet almost before you realize it, you are taught 


how to produce salable work It’s actual fun 
learning to draw this way. You learn at home 
yet your work receives the personal attention 


and criticism of competent Art 
Many students actually sell enough work during 
their training to pay for it many times over! 


Mail Coupon for FREE BOOK 


with which | 


Instructors. | 


sh 


He chose dinner time for the announce- 
ment. There had been something cold and 
nervous about the way he greeted her but 
Milly had schooled herself never to ask ques- 
tions. Usually he broke into speech the 
minute he entered the door. But this time 
he was well into the creamed cauliflower 
before he announced, more in sorrow than 
anger 

“Milly, 
The 


I am going to leave you.” 

room had been still before, but sud- 
denly it became like a vacuum, as though 
the very air had died. Milly didn’t move. 
She had been smiling at him in that propiti- 
ating way of hers, as if she was apologizing 


to him for living. The smile didn’t leave 
her face, but it stiffened and died. The 
light seemed to go out inside of her. It 
was horrible, that slow turning into stone. 
But she didn’t speak. 


x, UGENE watched her and his eyes began 
to grow scared. He looked exactly like 
a kid who has stuck out his tongue at the 
teacher and is wondering what’s going to 
happen next. It must have been a whole 


minute though it seemed like an hour and 
then Milly said, in her dry, precise little 
voice: “What did you say, Eugene?” 


He gulped at that. There’s a certain 
amount of kick in telling your wife for the 
first time that you're going to ditch her, 
but it falls flat as a curtain call. However, 
he went to it again like a littl man and 
blubbered out the fatal news. 


Milly waited again. Then she said 
“Why?” in that same dry voice. 
He looked irritated at that. I suppose 


the poor sap thought that if he told Milly 
to beat it that would be all there’d be to it. 
She certainly had given him reasons for 
thinking that way all those years, and it 
was inconvenient, not to say inconsiderate, 
| of her to begin acting like a human being 
at that particular minute. But there was 
something about that “why” that was 


| mighty convincing. And Eugene started ex- 


plaining. 

Having started, he simply didn’t know 
when to stop so he spread Miss Mayme 
Smythe all over that family dinner table. 
He even told about those midnight calls and, 
would you believe it, he actually smirked 
while he said it! 

When he first started talking it was plain 
that he was trying to work himself into a 
rage on account of his thwarted life, and 
doing his best to make Milly see what a 
worm she was for having stood so long 
between him and happiness. But pretty 
soon he got so smoked up thinking of 
Mayme, and so pleased with the sound of 
his own voice that he forgot all about his 
wrongs and was actually enjoying himself. 
And when he said at last-—“And, so Mildred, 
we must part,” it was just as if he’d come 
to the end of a graduation piece instead of 


| announcing the death warrant for his own 
marriage. 


A new handsomely illustrated book has just been | 


printed, which gives all the most up-to-date in- 
formation on the thousands of wonderful oppor- 
tunities in "Commercial Art and shows how this 


startling, simple method enables you to enter 
this field It tells about our students—their 
successes—what they say—actual reproductions 


of their work—how they made big money while 


studying. This attractive book will be sent 
without cost or obligation. Send for it. Mail | 
coupon NOW. (No salesman will call). 


Washington School of Art, Inc., Room 9610-E, 
1115-1Sth Street, N. W., Washington, D. C. 


Washington School of Art, In 

Room 9610-E, 11 15-15th St., N. Washington, D. C. 
Please send me without cost or obligation 

your new book on art, “Quick Easy Way to 


Become an Artist” 
new Students. 


and details of your offer to 


Write name plainly and state whether Mr., Mrs. or Miss. 


Age 


This, of course, was Milly’s cue for a 
heartbroken outburst of tears, or maybe a 
faint. But nothing like that. Instead, be- 
fore he'd fairly finished she was back at him 
with an “Is that so?” 

Eugene’s eyes fairly bulged with amaze- 
ment. I guess he felt exactly as a person 
would feel whose pet lady-bug had turned 
and bitten them. Before he could get an- 
other word out she had the floor. 

She told him how glad she had been when 
he married her, how grateful and how ig- 
norant. Particularly how ignorant. She 
made it very plain that if she had known 
more about men, Eugene was the last form 
of suicide she would have chosen to commit. 

Then she started in on that ten years’ re- 
cital of love affairs with the village belles, 
and the suffering it had meant to her at 
first. She hadn’t been able to understand 
it until she’d had a love affair! 


e’d simply have to give him a divorce. 


It was something real that had come into 
her life with her deep esteem for Mr 
Howard Blake. 

“Howard Blake? You don’t mean that 
little old gink that drives the stage from 


here to Evanston?” Eugene’s voice was 
grieved. 
Yes, she meant that Mr. Howard Blake 


But he wasn’t an old gink. He was onl) 
thirty-nine, one year younger than Eugene 
in fact. And as for being a stage driver— 
well surely a stage driver had as high a so- 
cial rating as a village milliner. 

So for eight years, while Eugene had 
boasted and strutted and Milly listened and 
slaved, she had in her secret heart enter- 
tained a deep esteem for Mr. Howard Blake, 
an esteem which deepened every time she 
took his car to go shopping. And, in his 
quiet way, he had let her know that he re- 
turned her esteem. 

She hadn't let it go any further than that. 
She had always felt that when you were 
married, even if you had made an unfor- 
tunate choice you must stick to it, so she 
had controlled herself. And that was really 
why she had been able to stand for Eugene's 
silliness. She knew from personal experi- 
ence how rebellious the human heart can be! 
That was why she had stood it all. He had 
thought he was the only one with a rebel- 
lious heart. 

Now he knew different, but he never 
would have known if he hadn’t decided to 
leave her, after she’d endured him all these 
years. Well, he could leave her if he wished. 
She’d make no objection whatever. But be- 
fore he left it was some satisfaction to tell! 
him that he wasn’t the only one who had 
made an unfortunate marriage and- had 
found a soul-mate afterwards. She had had 
the same experience. 

You should have seen Eugene when she 
first started her speech. He was stiff with 
indignation. But as she went on he began 
to wilt and by the time she was through 
he was as full of holes as a bath sponge, and 
just about as limp. And he was crying, 
actually blubbering that it had all been a 
mistake, that she was the only one he’d ever 
loved and now he’d lost her but wouldn't 
she give him another chance. 

At the end of three days Milly began to 
melt a little but it was a week before she 
finally consented to stay with him a little 
longer. She frankly admitted it would just 
about kill her to do so for Mr. Howard 
Blake was really the only man she could 
ever care for. 

That was four years ago. There isn’t a 
more devoted man in the U. S. A. today 
than Eugene Bragg. He waits on Milly hand 
and foot and the neighbors swear he goes 
around the house with a search-light when- 
ever he comes home, looking for a possible 
rival. Of course, he hasn’t lost his old 
egotism, but instead of boasting now about 
all the girls who are crazy over him, he is 
always handing himself bouquets because he 
has been able to win and hold the finest 
little woman in the world. 


AS FOR Milly she has grown plump and 
is much prettier than she was at 
twenty, and there’s actually a twinkle in 
her eye. 

But doesn’t she ever grieve for Mr. How- 
ard Blake? 

There never was any Mr. Howard Blake 
to grieve over. Oh, yes, there was a man 0! 
that name but he never meant anything to 
Milly or she to him. She invented that 
whole story on the spur of the moment 
though she never confessed that to Eugene 
He still thinks that if he doesn’t stick on 
the job twenty-four hours of the day he’l! 
lose his priceless possession. Milly may hav: 
been a little slow in starting, but when she 
once got going she certainly hung up a rec- 
ord. Pity a few more downtrodden dames 
couldn’t take a tip from her. 
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Big Boy 


[Continued from page 28] 


irm tightened around me. Just then the 


iusic stopped and’ there was Zelda Merrick 
ight beside us with her partner. She spoke 


o Jack Stanley, but ignored me and that 


ittle intimate moment was gone. 


Al Bennicker was still talking to dad | 


vhen I came back. 


“He'll cop the belt, all right,” Al was 


saying. “His last five fights have been 
K. O's.” 

“You’re bringing him along pretty fast,” 
dad said. “It’s a hot pace for a kid.” 

“Aw, the kid’s tough,’ Bennicker said. 
‘It takes speed these days. It’s not like 
your time, Regan. Things have changed.” 

After Bennicker had gone back to his 
table dad said, “He’s some manager if that 
bout tonight don’t show him how things 
are. 

“What do you mean, dad? Jack won the 
ight, didn’t he? 

“Yep, by a lucky swing, but Wernell had 
him on the floor once with the ice-box one 
sock away.” 

“You mean he won't win his next fight? 
The big one?” 

“He'll never stop the champ,” dad said. 
“Benny’s rushing the match right now, and 
the kid’s stale. Tommy Lewis’ll give him 
a terrible beating, and after that it’s cur- 
tains for Stan. Three scraps after the champ 
trims him and he'll be a has-been.” 

“But dad,” I said, “maybe if somebody 
talked to him 

“Sure, and wouldn't he believe you? He 
thinks Benny’s a wonder now, and that 
Merrick dame’s got him dizzy. She’s a 
cagey Jane all right. She's five years older 
than Jack and divorced twice already,” dad 
said. “She figures he'll be in for the big 
money, like Benny does.” 

I couldn’t forget that conversation with 
dad. I kept wondering about Jack Stanley 
and Zelda, and that horrid crowd and 
what was going to happen if he should lose. 


LL the papers picked Jack Stanley as 
the favorite for the championship 
match. I planned to go and see it but some- 
how when the night came, I just couldn't. It 
seemed to me I couldn’t stand it if he won, 
because that would mean he’d marry Zelda 
and I couldn't stand it if he lost either. 
Dad went, of course, and I waited up for 
him. He came home early and from one 
glance at him I knew what had happened. 
Jack Stanley had lost! Knocked out in 
the fifth round. Dad said he had taken an 
awful lot of punishment, and put up a 
game fight but he just didn’t have the punch. 
I felt desperately sorry for Jack, but 
underneath it too, I was secretly almost 
glad. Because it wasn’t likely that Zelda 
would marry him now. I watched con- 
stantly for news of them both, but it was 


hard to get. The papers roasted Jack | 
terribly and then dropped him. Dad said | 
that it would be a long time before he | 


could even get another match. I didn’t 
hear of him or see him for a long time, and 
then, one evening we met again. 

It was in the park, about five o'clock. 


I was turning out of a little side path and | 
he almost crashed into me. I slipped and 


fell, clutching at my ankle—and he bent 


over and picked me up as if I were a child. | 
Oh say, I'm sorry! Why it’s Miss Regan. 


Gee, are you hurt ?” 

“No,” I said, “I just turned my ankle. 

“I ought to be shot not looking where I 
was going! Let’s turn in here.” Just ahead 
of us were the lights of a park pavilion. 
It was early so no one else was there. I 
held on to Jack’s arm but if ever any one 
felt like a cheat, it was Molly Regan be- 
cause my ankle wasn’t hurt at all. 

“You look kind of faint,’ Jack said. I 
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Now You Can Reduce 
2to4 Lbs. ina Night 


Eat what you please 
Wear what you please 
Do what you please 
Take no risky medicine 


Send the coupon for your first three Fayro Baths 


Thousands of smart women have found this 
easy way to take off 2 to 4 pounds once or twice 
a week. These women take refreshing Fayro baths 
in the privacy of their own homes. 

Fayro is the concentrate of the same natural 
mineral salts that make effective the waters of 
twenty-two hot springs of America, England and 
Continental Europe. For years the spas and hot 
springs bathing resorts have been the retreat of fair 
women and well groomed men. 

Excess weight has been removed, skins have been 
made more lovely, bodies more shapely and minds 
brighter. 


The Hot Springs are now Brought to You 


Painstaking analyses of the active ingredients of 
the waters from twenty-two of the most famous 
springs have taught us the secret of their effective- 
ness. You can now have all these benefits in your 
own bath. Merely put Fayro into your hot bath. 
It dissolves rapidly. You will notice and enjoy the pungent 
fragrance of its balsam oils and clean salts. 


Then, Fayro, by opening your pores and stimulating perspira- 
tion forces lazy body cells to sweat out surplus fat and bodily 


poisons. Add Fayro to your bath at night and immediately you 
will lose from 2 to 4 pounds in an easy, refreshing and absolutely | HERE’S PROOF 
harmless manner. ; ; Read what Fayre Bathe 
Your physician will tell you that Fayro is certain to do the have done for others 
work and that it is absolutely harmless. “a 
Fayro will refresh you and help your body throw off worn “Three Fayro baths reduced my 
> weight 11 pounds in 8 days. I 
out fat and bodily poisons. Your skin will be clearer and smoother. | jee/ better than I have felt for 
You will sleep better after your Fayro bath and awaken feeling | years.” 
as though you had enjoyed a week’s vacation. 
feel younger and sleep better. 


Lose Weight Where You Most Want To | «onder/u.” 


Fayro reduces weight generally but you can also concentrate | “My double chin canished in 


its effect on abdomen, hips, legs, ankles, chin or any part of the | % ™4si of Favre baths. 


body you may wish. “My hips were always too 
prominent until I commenced 
Fayro baths. I have lost 12 
Results Are Immediate 
Weigh yourself before and after your Fayro bath. You will “Pied ses for Page 2 
find you have lost from 2 to 4 pounds. And a few nights later lost 14 pounds in three weeks; 
when you again add Fayro to your bath, you will once more reduce yo pal and certainly look 
your weight. Soon you will be the correct weight for your height. oe ete 
No need to deny yourself food you really want. No need for vio- | “Since childhood mythickankles 
lent exercise. No need for drugs or medicines. Merely a refresh- | ‘are always been a source of 


> - barrassment. bath 
ing Fayro bath in the privacy of your own home. 
For obvious reasons, names 


Thank you very much.” 
Try Fayro at our Risk \aqranen 
are not quoted, but every 


The regular price of Fayro is $1.00 a package. With the coupon Gene pallikel bak’ Gem 
you get 3 full sized packages and an interesting booklet “Health | authorized and names and 
and Open Pores” for $2.50 plus the necessary postage. Send no | addresses will be given on 


money. Pay the postman. Your money refunded instantly if | "de 
you want it. 


Fayro, Inc. 0-10-27 
821 Locust St., Pittsburgh, Pa. 


Send me 3 full sized boxes of Fayro in plain package. 
I will pay the postman $2.50 pius the necessary postage. It 
is understood that if I do not get satisfactory results with the 
first package I use, I am to return the other two and you will 
refund all of my money at once. 


If each healthful bath of Fayro does not 
reduce your weight from 2 to 4 pounds, we 
will refund your money without a question. 
You risk nothing. Clip the coupon and mail 


live outside the United send 
it today. 


Money Order with coupon. 
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| y ree to every gir 
' Brilliantly Lustrous 


Hair 
SEND THE COUPON BELOW 


T costs you nothing! Yet it makes your home 
I shampoo awaken in your hair a living, sparkling, 
natura! lustre that your friends will marvel at! Mail 
the coupon today! You will receive acarefully pack- 
ed bottle containing a clear liquid—a superbly 
beautifying shampoo In the liquid—blended with 
cleansing vegetable oils—is a touch of henna. It is just 
the nght touch to bring out all the marvelous natural 
lustre of every shade of hasr, » ithout affecting sts < olor! 
This shampoo will mot destroy the permanent 
wave. Itcleanses and invigorates the hair as no cake 
of soap can! It creates a dazzling effect of brilliant 
charm that no hairdresser can achieve! Send now! 


ennafoam 


TRADE MARK 


SHAMPOO 


Hennafoam Corp., 511 W. 42d St., New York, N.Y. 


Please send me absolutely free a 
bottle of Hennafoam Shampoo. 
Ad. ress 


3810 


Womanly Beauty— 
Charm 


Wherever you go, 
whatever you wear, 
to be really attrac- 
tive you must have 
a skin free from dis- 
figuring hair. 

For 20 years 
Del-a-tone Cream 
or Powder has been 
preferred by most 
fastidious women as 
the quickest and 
best method of re- 
moving hair. 

Del-a-toneCream 
is the only pure, 
white, fragrant de- 
pilatory cream that 
completely removes 
hair in 3 minutes. 
Comes in handy 
tubes ready for in- 
stant use on arms, 
under arms, legs, back of neck or face. Leaves 
skin soft, white and smooth. Try it! 


Removes Hair 


DEL-A-TONE 


CREAM or POWDER 


Name 


Skin Without Hair 


Sold by Drug and Dept. Stores or sent prepaid in U.S. | 


in plain wrapper for $1.00. Money hack if not satisfied 
For generous sample send 10c to Miss Mildred Hadley 
THE DELATONE COMPANY 
Dept. 6510, 721 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ul. 
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sank into a chair at one of the little iron 
tables. He got a waiter to bring me some 
water. In the light it almost shocked me 
to see him, he was so changed. He was 
thin. His clothes were shabby, and there 
was a haggard expression in his nice eyes, 
as if he hadn’t slept for a long time. 

He took out a flask and poured a stiff 
shot for himself and one for me. 

“Ought you?” I said. “Aren’t you in 
training?” I didn’t like the sound of his 
laugh as he answered: 

“Not now, but never mind me. 
you feeling now?” 

“Oh, I’m all right,” I said and there was 
a silence. I broke it with an effort. “I 
was sorry about the fight.” 

Color rushed into his face. “It was a 
lousy show, Miss Regan. I wasn't right, 


How are 


somehow. Well—alibis don’t go. I’m 
through, I guess. Suppose you've heard 
the talk. Al Bennicker and I don’t string 


together any more.” 

“Through! Of course you’re not. What’s 
one fight? Aren’t there other managers be- 
side Al | Bennicker?” I asked. 

“Yeh, but not one of ‘em would sign me 
after what Al said. He claims I’m yellow. 
That’s not true, Miss Regan, but when they 
get started, they don’t leave much of a 
guy. I don’t know what was wrong. I 
felt awful dopey that night, but I never 
threw a fight in my life. Gee, why am I 
spilling all this to you, Miss Regan?” 

“Please go on,” I said. “I’m so sorry.” 

“Thanks,” he said. “You're different 
from most girls.” 

“No, I'm not! What makes you think so?” 

“They like a winner.” 

“So do I,” I said. “And I think you’re 
one. 

“Maybe once,” he said. “Not now.” 

I knew then without being told that Zelda 
Merrick had thrown him over. I hated her! 

Jack Stanley didn’t say any more to me 
about himself that evening but I saw him 
look back over his shoulder as he left me 
at my door. 

I told dad about meeting Jack and what 
he had told me about Bennicker turning 
him loose and saying he was yellow. Dad 
listened scowling. 

“Yellow,” he said. “The big stiff! He 
had a sweet scrapper there, and burned him 
out. That’s all the trouble with the boy. 
I saw that fight. I wish I'd had the hand- 
ling of a youngster like that.” 

When dad said that a wild thought leaped 
up in my mind. “Dad! Why don’t you?” 

“Why, Molly, you don’t want me getting 
back in the game? I’ve made my pile, and 
you're a young lady now. Besides, I’m 
an old timer.” 


cs HE idea!” I said. “You're not old, dad. 
Why, you’re just in your prime, and 
I’m proud of you being a manager. Why 
couldn’t you take him on? It would be 
a gold mine for us if you made him a 
champion—wouldn’t it?” 

Dad looked awfully pleased. 

“You really want me to, Molly?” he said. 

“Of course I do! You'd show them all 
up, dad.” 

“Well,” said dad, “I never liked Al Ben- 
nicker.” 

And I knew Stanley’s cause was won! 

A few days later dad wnt to see Jack 
himself. He came back woking serious. 
“He’s in bad shape, dead-broke and been 
hitting the hooch. It'll be months before 
he’s fit to go back against a real boxer. I'd 
have to take him away somewhere. And 
what about you, Molly dear?” 

“Oh, I'll go to Aunt Nellie’s for the sum- 
mer,” I said. Aunt Nellie lived on a farm, 
and dad knew it wasn’t very lively. 

“Not much in that for you, dear.” 

Not much in it for me? Isn't it lucky 
men are so dumb? I had a hard time per- 
suading dad, but finally he agreed. 

A few nights later I heard voices in the 


living room as I came in. I stopped still. 
Dad was saying: 

“Well maybe I can teach you as much as 
Al Bennicker.” 

It thrilled me to see Jack. He was shab- 
bier than ever, but his eyes were shining 
and there was a new ring in his voice when 
he spoke to me. 

“Hello, Molly,” dad said, “we've been 
making a little arrangement here.” 

“It’s an awful swell offer,” Jack said, 
“but I’m afraid Mr. Regan is taking a 
chance.” 

“Maybe! Maybe not!” dad said. 

When Jack was leaving he said “I can't 
tell you how much this means to me.” 

“Oh, it’s just business,” I said. “I hope 
we're going to be friends.” 

“You bet we are!” he said and he was 
gone. 


T WAS three months after that before I 

saw Jack Stanley again. Dad took him 
up to a camp in the pine woods and kept 
him on a light routine. He began to build 
up rapidly. 

In October when they came back it was 
a bronzed, clear-eyed young giant that 
stepped off the train. Jack looked wonder- 
ful, and so did dad. They were both all 
set to make the wise guys look foolish. 

“You're looking great,” I said. 

“So are you, Molly. You look beautiful!” 

“Glad to see me?” I asked, and he leaned 
over suddenly and caught up my hand and 
kissed it. 

“That’s how glad I am,” he said. 

“Goodness, how did you learn that way 
off there in the woods?” 

“T learned a lot of things,” he said. 
“Molly—it was you, wasn’t it, who got this 
chance for me?” 

“Oh,” I said, “that was nothing.” 

“Nothing! My life! That’s all. If I 
do make good now it’s all on account of 
you. And you can just bet I'll do my 
everlasting best.” 

At first nobody knew anything much 
about Jack Stanley. People had forgotten 
him and the first few bouts didn’t amount 
to anything. But dad’s an awfully cagey 
manager. He got Jack a match with Red 
Martin. Red was a fast tough boy, and 
everybody slated him to win. I remember 
one of the papers said: 

“Jack Stanley will attempt a come-back 
against Red Martin Friday night. Red’s 
many friends confidently expect him to 
score a knockout.” 

Dad had told Jack to play it careful, but 
in the third round he came over to dad. 
His eyes were bright and he looked excited 

“Leave me cut loose, Jimmy, and ruin 
that guy!” he begged. 

Dad grinned. “All right go in there kid,” 
he said. 

And Jack went in! He was what the 
newspapers called “pure dynamite.” The 
crowd began to go wild. At the end of that 
round people were on their feet shouting. 

The end came unexpectedly. Jack landed 
a smashing upper-cut that flung his op- 
ponent’s big body half across the ropes. 

Jack had just climbed down over the 
ropes and started toward us when Zelda 
Merrick glided in front of him. We were 
so near I could have touched her. Austin 
was with her and behind them I could see 
Al Bennicker. 

He gave her a cold nod, and left her there 
and the expression on her face was pure 
joy to me. I stared straight into her furi- 
ous eyes, and smiled. If glances could kil! 
hers would never have left me among the 
living. 

At home I got out a cold supper, roast 
beef and salad and near beer, and all the 
time my heart was singing 

Jack ate like a wolf and then sprawled 
out on the sofa. 

“Gee, this feels good,” he said. He looked 
tired, but awfully happy, and a delicious 
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feeling of fellowship spread through the 
three of us, like a warm glow. 

“Some scrap, kid,” dad was saying, when 
the door-bell rang. He answered it and 
heard him take the caller off into another 
room and close the door. 

I sank down beside Jack and for a little 
we both sat, looking into the fire. “Well,” 
I said, finally, “this is different from the | 
last fight I saw you win. Don’t you wish | 
you were at a big party?” 

“No,” Jack said. 

“I saw Zelda speaking to you tonight.” | 

“Veh!” 

“What was she saying?” I asked, as if I 
didn’t know perfectly well. 

Then I got the surprise of my life. Jack 
Stanley whirled around and snatched me 
into his arms. 

“Darling,” he was saying, “I know I’ve 
no right to speak to you yet. But I love 
you so much.” ( 

“And Zelda?” I said again. I knew it 
was cruel, but I had to hear him say he 
didn’t care any more for her. | 


y WAS a plain fool, I guess,” Jack said. 
“But I’m not any more, not since that 
night I saw you in the park. I never 
knew there were girls like you, Molly. Id 
die for you, any day.” 
We heard dad open the door just then. 
When he came in his face was serious, but 
there was a funny kind of twinkle in his 


eye. 

“Well, Stanley,” he said, “that was Al 
Bennicker.” 

“Al Bennicker!” Jack said. “What did 
he want, the big bum!” 

“He came around to find out if I had a 
contract with you. And I told him I didn’t. | 
I said it was up to you.” 

“No, it’s up to you, Jimmy,” Jack said. | 
“Only I won’t work for Al Bennicker.” 

“In that case,” dad said, “I’ve fixed up 
something.” He handed Jack a _ paper. 
“It’s a regular contract. Take a look at it, | 
Jack.” 

I knew what that meant to Jack. There) 
had only been a verbal arrangement with | 
dad before Jack had made good. He grew 
red with pleasure as he took the paper. 

He started to read it and suddenly his | 
expression changed. “Look here, Jimmy,” | 
he said, “what’s this? This thing says I 
can’t get married while you’re my manager.” 

“Sure,” dad said. “I’m going to put you 
in the big time boy and I don’t want to 
take chances of some frill mixing a honey- 
moon into your work-outs. There’s not a 
good manager in town would do any | 
different.” | 

It was perfectly plain that dad was think- | 
ing of Zelda. I glanced at Jack’s worried | 
face and he looked helplessly at me. There 
was an awkward silence. 

“Well?” dad said. 

“All right, I'll sign,” Jack said, “if Molly 
says so.” 

“Molly?” dad said. ‘“What’s Molly got 
to do with it?” 

“It’s up to her,” Jack said. “Shall I 
sign, Molly?” 

“Don’t you dare, Jack Stanley!” I said. 

Everything seemed to happen at once then. 
Jack was trying to kiss me and apologizing 
for it and explaining to dad that he loved 
me, and I was explaining to dad that I 
loved Jack and dad looked as if he thought 
we were all lunatics. 

Dear old dad! When he got over the 
shock he turned to me with a terrible mock 
scowl. “You're a sly puss, Molly Regan,” 
he said, “but I’ve got you now. That chap 
can’t marry without his manager’s consent, 
and I don’t give it,” he said, “not till my 
daughter can be marrying the middle-weight 
champion.” 

Well, that’s the story, because naturally 
there wasn't any stopping Jack after that. 


Certainly the champ didn’t! 


“Watch him make a fool 


of himself ~ Theard someone whisper 


~then I started to play/ 


T WAS the first big party of the season and 
the fun was at its height. The room fairly 
rocked with laughter as Jim finished his 

side-splitting imitation of a ballet dancer. 

Tom, who was giving the party, turned to 
me and said, “And now our young friend here 
will give us his well-known imitation of 
Paderewski !” 

Instantly all attention centered upon me. Feigning 
reluctance, I made as if to beg off, but was forthwith 
dragged to the piano, Admonitions of, “‘Come on, old 
timer, do your stuff!*’—‘‘Don’t be bashful! ’’—came from 
all sides. 

They expected me to do my usual 


Lesson. When it arrived I found that it seemed even 
easier than I had hoped. 

“I made up my mind to take the course. And believe 
me that was the luckiest decision of my life! Why, al- 
most before I knew it I was playing simple tunes! And 
I studied just whenever I pleased, a few minutes a day 
in my spare time Now 1 can play anything I like— 
ballads, classical numbers, jazz. Listen to this!”’ 

With that I snapped right into a tantalizing jazz 
number. All evening 1 was the center of a laughing, 
singing, hilarious group. And it’s been that way at 
every party I've attended since. 

This story is typical. Over half a million men and 
women have already learned to play musical instruments 
through the U. 8. School of Music system. 

First you are told what to do—-then 


clowning—but I had a surprise up my 
sleeve for them. Just as I was about 
to begin. I heard someone whisper, 


Pick Your Course 


a picture shows you what to do—then 
you do it yourself and hear it. No pri- 


“Watch him make a fool of himself— ano "Cello vate teacher could make it clearer. 
why, he can’t play a note!’’ Oryan Harmony and One the reasons for the quick re- 
Violin os sults is that learning music this way 
I Ss M F d and nging fe such fun. Instead of waiting a year 
raps ulele before playing tunes—you learn by play- 
urpris y rienas ing Tou play simple, familiar 
Ciarin awaiian melodies by note right from the start 
They thought I was going to give Flute Steel Guitar You learn twice as fast—three times as 
them my one-finger rendition of chop- Saxophone Harp fast—as those who study by old-ti 
sticks But instead I swung into the Cornet Piccolo lodding methods. nowy ame 
ay’’—that rollicking soldier-song of 
Kipling’s. You should have seen the Voice and Speech Culture Free Book and 
rT of amazement that spread over their Automatic Finger Control 


faces. This was not the clowning they 
had expected! Then Tom began to sing. 
One by one they joined in, until soon 


Piano Accordion 
Banjo (Plectrum, 5-String 
or Tenor) 


Demonstration Lesson 


Our wonderful illustrated free book 


they were all crowding around the piano, 
singing away at the top of their lungs. 

It was almost an hour before they let me get up from 
the piano. Then a deluge of questions: “‘How in the 
world did you ever do ‘Where did you study?" 
“When did you learn to play?’’ ‘‘Who was your teacher?’’ 
“*How long have you studied?’’ 

“One at a time, please,”” I begged, “I'll tell you all 
about it To begin with, J didn’t have any teacher.’’ 

“What! Say, you don’t expect us to believe that, 
do you?” 

“Sure thing. But I don’t blame you for not believ- 
ing it I wouldn’t have, myself As you know, I've 
never been able to play a note But I always liked music, 
and many a time when I was pepping up a party with 
my clowning I would have given anything in the world 
to be able to sit down at the piano and really play 

“But it never occurred to me to take lessons. I thought 
I was too old—~and besides, I couldn't see my- way clear 
towards paying an expensive teacher—to say nothing of 
the long hours I'd have to put in practicing. 


How I Learned to Play 


“But one day I noticed an advertisement for the U. 8. 
School of Music This school offered to teach music by 
a new and wonderfully simplified method which didn’t 
require a teacher, and which cost only a few cents a 
lesson 

“Well, boys, that certainly sounded good to me, so I 
filled out the coupon and sent for the Free Demonstration 


and our free demonstration lesson ex- 
: Plain all about this remarkable method. 
They prove just how any one can learn to play his favor- 
ite instrument by note, in almost no time and for just a 
fraction of what old slow methods cost 

If you really want to learn to play—if new frien'ts 
good times, social popularity and inereased income appeal 
to you-—-take this opportunity to make your dreams come 
true. Sign the coupon and send it before it's too late 
Instruments supplied when needed, cash or credit. y. & 
School of Music, 42710 Brunswick Bidg., New York City. 


U. S. School of Music, 

42710 Brunswick Bidg., New York City. 

, Please send me your free book, ‘Music Lessons in 
Your Own Home,"’ with introduction by Dr. Frank Crane, 
Demonstration Lesson ard particulars of your offer. 
am interested in the following course 
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Miss Grace Hayes 


If you could 
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try them all!) 


F you could try every lipstick made, you 

would discover why thousands of smart 
women are now using TANGEE. 

You would find TANGEE a lipstick that’s 
different from all the rest—that changes 
color, as you put it on, from orange to blush- 
rose—and blends with your complexion. .. 
A lipstick that gives you the envied loveli- 
ness of Youth's own glow—and is perma- 
nent and waterproof! 

Try them all, if you wish . 
TANGEE today! 

Tangee Lipstick 81, Tangee Créme Rouge $1, 
and Tangee Rouge Compact 7 5c, the same color 
magic forthecheeks. Prices 25c higherinCanada, 


TANGES 


but try 


Dept. 113 
The George W. Luft Co. 
417 Fitth Ave., New York 


Please send me the trial ‘“Tangee Beauty Set,”’ in- 
cluding Lipstick, Creme Rouge, Rouge Compact, Day 
Cream, Night Cream and Face Powder. I enclose 20 
cents to cover cost of mailing. 
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person who five hours before had set out 
irom it. But behind these recollections 
came the feet of fear. History repeats itself 
in the lives of people as in the lives of 
nations. What reason had-I for believing 
that a second time the outcome would be 
any different? All my cautionary instincts 
began to murmur around me. 


LL through that twenty minutes’ drive 

these voices did not cease to whisper 
to me; nor did they whisper unavailingly 
It was the same person who stood five 
hours later on his doorstep fumbling for 
his latchkey. Nothing irrevocable had hap- 
pened. 

Yet it had been the sort of evening on 
which irrevocable things do happen. A 
warm scented summer night, a good dance 
floor, a good band, a good supper, a good 
partner! The sort of party at which I had 
thought often enough before and very often 
since: “Ah, but how perfect this would be, 
if only one could be in love!” But all the 
evening I was held back by the memory of 
things felt at another time and for another 
person. And the eager unconsidered words 
that flow at such a time so easily were left 
unsaid, for there are certain things that can- 
not be said twice. 

It is not that one cares any the less the 
second time, but that the conditions under 
which one cares are different. When we fall 
in love for the first time, we are in the 
chains of a sensation so bezutiful that we 
feel it cannot but be eternal. We know that 
for others this rare rapture has lost its color; 
we have heard the poet’s complaint that 
“so sweet a bliss as a kiss should not last 
for ever”, but we do not associate such 
failures with ourselves. 

Such things may have happened to others; 
to us they will not happen. It is different 
for us. They cannot have really loved, those 
others. But when we have come to know 
the geography of the road by which they 
travelled, when we have once realized that 
for us too, this fine rapture has sunk to a 
mere kindliness—well, how shall I put it, we 
may find no less sweet, no less intoxicating, 
love's second coming, but we are less ready 
to stake our independence on an emotion 
that we have outlived once, and shall in all 
human probability, outlive again. 

And so the evening passed, a warm, sum- 
mer night of starlight and of plaintive 
music. The sort of evening on which the 
world seems out of tune with all who are 
not in love. But there was spoken no word 
of love, and we sat silent and apart as we 
drove homewards through the deserted, 
gleaming streets, in a way I suppose disap- 
pointed in each other. 

“Tt’s been a splendid evening,” 
last. “I’ve so enjoyed myself.” 

“Have you? I’m glad,” she answered. 

“I'll ring you up one day soon,” I said. 

“Oh, yes, whenever you like. I’m usually 


I said at 


}in until eleven 


But her voice was cold and distant, and 
when the cab drew up before her house, she 
did not as she had on the first evening linger 
talking upon the pavement. She stepped 
straight out of the cab. “Good night, it was 
nice of you to come,” she said, and ran up 
the steps toward the house. 

Her key turned easily in the latch; the 
door swung open; momentarily against the 
lighted interior of the hall. was stamped 
in graceful silhouette the long flowing line 
of her slim figure. She did not even turn 
to wave her hand before she shut the door. 
The bright promise with which the evening 
had begun had passed. As I turned back to- 
wards the cab and the long jo'’ting drive 
through streets that had grown unreal and 
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You Never Can Do It Again 


(Continued from page 55) 


ghostly in the dawn’s uncertain prelude, I 
told myself that there would be no return 
to the eager-eyed anticipation of five hours 
back. I had missed that opportunity. I 
could only capture now by siege what would 
have vielded to a resolute assault. 

I said that we were disappointed in each 
other, but that we were resentful would have 
been, I think, the more accurate description. 
Resentful because we had not become to 
each other what we had thought to be. And 
through all our subsequent relations there 
was, as I realize now, an undercurrent of 
resentment. We saw each other during the 
next few weeks frequently enough. We went 
to theaters, and dances and concerts, but 
always there was that sense of friction. And 
although we came to learn during those 
weeks a great deal of one another, of mu- 
tual tastes, impressions, and friends, and of 
differing views on things, we never returned 
to that first. point of harmony. It was 
inevitable that sooner or later, that sup- 
pressed resentment would find expression. 

We were at a large dinner party in a 
London restaurant after a wedding at which 
she had been a bridesmaid, I an usher. We 
were sitting next to each other and we began 
to disagree while the soup was being cleared 
away; we were quarrelling before the en- 
trée had arrived. By the time the main 
course had been set before us, with our 
shoulders turned on one another, we were 
maintaining a fusillade of comment and re- 
partee with the person on the other side of 
us. And because it was at a big party, there 
was little chance of reconciliation during 
the remainder of the evening. 

It was, I think, one of the worst even- 
ings of my life. I had never been to that 
restaurant before; I shall never go to it 
again. But I shall remember as long as I 
live the exact coloring of its walls, the exact 
spacing of its columns, the exact proportions 
of dts high arched windows, frames and mir- 
rors. And I shall remember always the 
small circular hall in which at the end of 
the evening and for the last time I spoke to 
her. 


OULDN’T I see her home, I asked. But 

before she could reply I had heard 
our hostess’s voice, saying: “Now don't 
bother about taxis. There are enough cars 
here to take you all back.” Gloomily, I 
watched the distribution of the party into 
cars, knowing that I would have no other 
opportunity of speaking to her, knowing 
that even were we both placed in the same 
car, her house was a good two miles nearer 
to the restaurant than mine. 

Before ten o'clock next morning there was 
a telephone message. Miss Shaw was very 
sorry, I was informed, but she would be 
unable to come with me that afternoon to 
the Gauguin exhibition. It was what I had 
expected. The first step towards reconcilia- 
tion must come from me. And it would not 
be difficult to take it. Flowers, with the 
sort of letter that it is so easy to write if 
one cares! It was the step that any young 
man of twenty-five would be expected, as a 
matter of course, to take, but I was scarcely 
the typical young man. 

However free and unfettered I might ap- 
pear, I carried the armour that life had 
driven me to wear for my own protection. 
I could remember that once before there 
had been just such a quarrel; a quarrel that 
had been made up, but that it would have 
been perhaps better to have left a quarrel. 
For when lovers, or potential lovers, make 
up a quarrel they commit themselves. And 
remembering how things had happened once, 
I waited. My life was pleasant enough, I 
told myself. Plenty of friends, plenty of 
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interests, and work that I loved. Better 
to let things take their course awhile. I was 
certain to meet her soon somewhere. 

But the days ‘passed and I did not see 
her, and the weeks passed and became 
months, and I told myself that unless I 
met her soon the opportunity for reconcilia- 
tion would have passed, that my place would 
have been taken. But the months went on 
and nothing happened. And one day I rang 
her up, and after a long pause I was in- 
formed that the line was out of order. It 
may be I took that as an ill omen. It was 
at any rate the only effort that I made. I 
let the days pass. 


ND ever since I have been asking my- 

self whether it was a big thing or a 
little thing that I let go by, whether I was 
wisely provident or whether I lacked the 
courage for a high adventure. I have asked 
myself, and I have found no answer. There 
is indeed no answer to be found. It is one 


of the many things that I shall never know. 

But this I do know—had I, when I met} 
Beatrice Shaw, been actually what I ap- 
peared, a man of twenty-five without debts, 
without entanglements, with tolerable pros- | 
pects, with everything that is worth while | 
in front of him—had I really been that, Bea- | 
trice Shaw would be my wife today. 

But there is no clock that can be put back | 
five years. You cannot recover lightly a| 
faith that you have lost. And that is what | 
people do not realize when they speak so 
haphazardly of a second chance, when for 
the sake of that second chance they break | 
the chain of many associations and a long 
relationship. 

Ever since in a lesser degree, because sec- | 
ond and third and fourth experiences in- | 
evitably must be in a lesser degree, it has 
been the same. There have been brief mo- 
ments of excitement; there have been people 
who have made one think, for a few weeks 
or hours or for seconds, “Ah, but this is the 
real thing. This will last.” But always there 
has come in the train of such moments the | 
remembrance that all this has already hap- 
pened before. 

I should be the last person to say that 
to divorce is a mistake. An unhappy mar- 
riage is the cancer in the social system. It 
poisons wherever it may touch. There is 
no worse torture. But this I would say to 
those who feel that though they are not ac- 
tually unhappy, they could be considerably 
happier, who feel that could they be granted 
the privilege of a second chance they would 
build far more surely than in the days of 
their inexperience : 

“Think twice! Be careful! This second 
chance is not the thing you take it for. You | 
cannot go back to what you were, nor be- 
come your old self again. You may restore 
the old conditions, but you will not be the 
same person any longer, and they will seem 
different to you. You cannot fall in love 
a second time as you fell in love the first. 
You know too much. You remember too 
much. There is no returning to the point 
from which you set forth upon your first 
adventure. 

“You will indeed be setting out into an 
equally unknown, an equally unmapped | 
country, but what is gone, is gone forever. | 
We cannot go back; we cannot stay still; | 
we must go forward and there are no second | 
chances!” 


makes a- husband liberal 
minded if he wasn’t born that way? 
Maybe you think it can’t be done but if 
you have a narrow minded old-fashioned 
husband that you'd like to transform into | 
a modern one be sure to read how one! 

wife did it in November Smart Set. | 
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Department 11 Pawtucket, RB. I. 


Hawaiian ins 


This Gift Book 
FREE 
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MakeYourSkin 
/vory-white 


in 3 Days! 

I have the honor to announce the 
most important beauty discovery of the 
age. . . a wonderful new-type lotion 
that clears the skin of every blemish and 
makes it as smooth and white as ivory. 
Every woman who wants a glorious 
complexion can now have it in three to 
six days. 


| tions. 


many hundreds of clients, I have questioned, 
I have found more professional misfits in 
this sign than in any other. 

They can choose such 
judge, lawyer, broker, 
ecclesiast, foreign diplomat, 
types of welfare or public 

The natives of Sagittarius 
existence, more marked by interesting ex- 
periences than by a mere accumulation of 
money or possessions. Often the people of 
Sagittarius are slow to discover where their 
true abilities lie, and it is among this class 
we find so many of those who drift from 
job to job, expe rience to experience, com- 
passing more in a lifetime than those of the 
more stable influences. 


occupations as 
insurance agent, 
and nearly all 
service work. 
have a varied 


TO ARTICLE which deals with success- 
ful contemporary men and women 
should, I suppose, ignore Thomas A. Edison. 
Mr. Edison’s sign is that of Aquarius, 
his birthday being February eleventh. 
Aquarius guides those born between Jan- 
uary twenty-first and February twentieth. 
The natives of this sign are benevolent, 
intuitive, somewhat impulsive, and inclined 
to be dogmatic. The latter quality as often 
as not will create hostility. The Aquarius 
people are furthermore somewhat abrupt, 
with little respect for conventions or tradi- 
They seek always to break away. 
It is easy to see how a temperament with 


| these characteristics could turn its fertile re- 


| to invention alone, 


| 


NOW.. + New Kind of Lotion | 


kin Whitener 


OW you can have the smooth, flawless 


complexion you have always longed 
for . . . the exquisite white skin you 
see only in famous beauties. The kind of 
skin that powder cannot give! The skin it- 


self must be soft, smooth and white. My 
marvelous discovery now gives you this strik- 
ing complexion in just three to six days. It 
emooths the skin to soft, silky texture. It 
whitens the skin to ivory whiteness. 


Freckles and Tan Vanish! 


All trace of freckles, tan, blackheads, 
roughness and redness disappear almost as if 
you had wished them away. Never before 
have women had such a preparation! Mild, 
gentie and guaranteed safe and harmless! Ap- 
ply it in just three minutes at bedtime. Every 
woman should have it. There is not one com- 
plexion in a thousand that will not be clearer, 
smoother, more radiant through its use. 


Test It... Whiten Your Neck 


Test this preparation on your arm, hands, or 


on your neck where the skin is usually much 
darker than on the face. See what an amaz- 
ing improvement three days make Use my 
Lotion Face Bleach any way you like for six 
days Then, if you are not simply delighted, 
I ask you to let me refund your money, 
Large Bottle...Low Price...Guaranteed! 
Send no money—simply mail coupon. When 
package arrives pay postman only $1.50 for 
the regular large-size bottle Use this won- 
derful osmetic six days. Then, if not de- 
lighted, return it, and I will refund your 
money ithe yut « iment Mail coupon today 
to (Mrs.) SERVAISE GRAHAM, Dept 


Chicago. 


GERVAISE GRAHAM 
of FACE BLEACH 


AISE GRAHAM 
pt. 5-10 25 W. lilinois St., Chicago. 


On arrival, 
If not delighted after six days’ 


Send me, postage paid, on¢ Lotion Face Bieach. 
I will pay postman only £1.50. 


use I will return it and you will at once refund my moncy 


|of Virgo are outspoken. 


sources to the field of invention. 

The natives of Aquarius are not limited 
however. They can also 
expect high success as painters, stock sales- 


men, railroad workers of any kind, extem- 
poraneous speakers, magnetic or spiritual 
healers, sculptors, or promoters. 


Let us glance at the sign of Virgo which 
rules those born between August twenty- 
first and September twentieth. These people 


are practical and discriminating, though 
somewhat inclined to censoriousness. 
Practical, shrewd, combative, they are 


well-fitted for a struggle with material ob- 
stacles. General Pershing, who was born on 
September thirteenth, comes within the 
scope of Virgo. ' 

Virgo is an excellent sign for all those 
engaged in business, including the smalier 
pursuits of commercial life. Although execu- 
tive ability is indicated, these people excel 
in the matter of handling details and know 
how to take orders as well as give them. 
They make excellent secretaries, stenog- 
raphers, accountants, printers, librarians, 
statisticians. They excel as scientists, and 
are good critics in the literary field. Pro- 
fessionally they are equipped to be trained 


nurses, dietitians, or physicians. 
Those who come under the sway of 
Capricorn are as diplomafic as the natives 


This sign rules 
everyone born between December twenty- 
first and January iwentieth. 

Eva Le Gallienne, the actress, has ful- 
filled the demands of Capricorn and reached 
success accordingly. 

For some time she played leading parts 
with a certain degree of success. Then she 
founded her own company, and under her 
own management inaugurated a season of 
repertoire that has definitely put her in a 


| position by herself. 


Many actresses have tried to do just what 


| Miss Le Gallienne did and they have failed 


| dismally. 


Why did she succeed? 

Because the natives of Capricorn have a 
grasp of details that practically amounts 
to a genius. Curiously enough, they dis- 


| like details, but they manage them magnifi- 


cently. And the details to be handled in 


| managing and directing a season of reper- 
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toire such as hers are almost incredible. 

It is not easy for them to make a change, 
but once they have undertaken a thing, the 
drive of their will-power is tremendous. 
Capricorn people must beware of living too 
much in themselves, of brooding over in- 
justices, fancied or real, or they are likely 
to defeat themselves in spite of their 
determination. 

There are 
remain to be 


four other main types that 
discussed: the natives of 
Taurus, Gemini, Scorpio, and Pisces. 

In dealing with these, I shall illustrate 
with cases of clients of mine. 

There came to my studio one day a 
woman of about thirty whose birthday 
declared her a subject of Taurus, which 
sways those born between April twenty- 
first and May twentieth. 

My client, Miss X , was worried about 
her work. Marriage apparently did not in- 
terest her, but a career did. After a promis- 
ing start in a place where she had been 
rapidly promoted, things suddenly seemed 
to be going all wrong. 

The natives of Taurus are 
practical, trustworthy people. 
sensitive, somewhat inclined to 
crave ease and material things 
sympathetic, they hold grievances 
udices that hamper them greatly. 

Miss X told me she had gone to work 
some years before as a typist for a big 
department store. She had been selected 
for promotion, transferred to a bookkeeping 
department, and done equally well. Then 
her understanding and taste made itself felt, 
and from bookkeeping, she was appointed 
assistant to the buyer of women’s apparel. 


conservative, 

They are 
excess, and 
Though 
or prej- 


FTER all this promising apprenticeship, 
she suddenly found that her ability 
seemed to have disappeared completely. She 
was in actual danger of losing her position. 
I talked frankly with her. I told her 
that the natives of Taurus (and her own 
year of birth did not conflict with the 
general planetary conclusions) make excel- 
lent dressmakers, stenographers, business 
accountants, and dealers in women’s cloth- 
ing. Professionally they can be nurses, 
doctors, scientists, actors or musicians, par- 
ticularly as regards string-instruments. 

But in business life they are salesmen; 
they are not equipped to buy. A chance 
promotion had placed this woman in the 
very situation where she was least able 
to express her true abilities. told her to 
go back to the head of her department and 
frankly ask for the chance to direct the 
selling of the very thing she was now at- 
tempting to buy! I received a letter from 
her a few months later in which the teach- 
ings of astrology were once more verified. 

Looking over my records for a case in 
Gemini, which rules those born between 
May twenty-first and June twentieth, I 
came upon Mr. A- He wrote me for 
advice and his letter seemed to reveal a 
typical Gemini nature. 

If you were born under Gemini, you are 
apt to be a versatile and brilliant nature, 
with quickness of comprehension, but with 
little concentration. You may very well be 
what is called temperamental, but you are 
also likely to be magnetic and attract others 
to you with scarcely any visible effort. 

Your interests tempt you to start things 
you cannot hope to complete. This is likely 
to create a certain amount of unhappiness 
for you unless you deliberately ally your- 
self with a partner or a friend born under 
one of the steadier signs. 

Mr. A had started many things with 
glowing hopes of success, and sooner or later 
arrived at inevitable disappointment. Only 
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at one thing had he really succeeded, and | 
then for some unknown reason, he had even 
lost his grip there. He had been a travel- 
ing salesman, an advertising writer, done 
translations, and even been a customs fficial 
in a South American port. It was in the 
latter capacity that he felt he had achieved 
most success. 

I corresponded with Mr. A and 
learned that what I suspected was true. 
During his brief and successful experience | 
in South America, he had been associated | 
with a friend of his who was later shifted | 
to another place. Mr. A—— had decided 
to stay on alone. 

I told him to find his friend at once, 
join with him in his projects, supply the 
briiliance, the dash, the initiative, and let 
his friend carry his ideas to completion. 

M. J. R. was a girl who came to me with 
difficulties concerning a career. Her sign | 
was Scorpio, as her birthdate occurred be- | 
tween October twenty-first and November | 
twentieth. 

The people of Scorpio have penetration 
and understanding, but they are somewhat 
secretive. They are also inclined to be 
dominant without being actual leaders, 
though this trait they can master. 


Anyone who can remember a tune can easily 
and quickly learn to play popular jazz or American 
rhythm by ear at a very small cost. The new Niagara 
Method makes piano playing wonderfully simple. 


No matter how little you know about music—even if you “have never touched 
a piano” —if you can just remember a tune, you can quickly learn to play by 


HEY form deep attachments, yet are 

suspicious of the very attachments they 
form. Perhaps this is due to their fertile 
imaginations. They are analytical and im- 
mensely ambitious but their tremendous | 
pride often retards their progress. 

I probed M. J. R. with questions. Then 
the truth was revealed. She admitted that 
surgery did fascinate her, but her conven- 
tional instincts had held her back from gvu- 
ing into a profession which few women take 
up. I told her that in her case the barrier 
of sex was nonsense, and assured her that 
the sooner she registered for a course of 
medical study, the sooner she was headed | 
for a great career. 

To illustrate the last sign, governing those 
born between February twenty-first and 
March twentieth, I shall select a client who 
wrote to me but whom I never saw. 

The people of Pisces are emotional, sym- 
pathetic people. In spite of great gifts, 
they too often lack self-confidence, and 
often go through life misunderstood. They 
are the most sensitive and sensational of all 
the types. Great talkers, romanticists to 
the last degree, they are easily depressed or 
cast down by those with whom they asso- 
ciate. Yet, in the final analysis, Pisces 
people must live their lives unaided, almost 
solitary so far as the spirit or the intellect 
is concerned. 

My client wrote me that he had inherited 
a manufacturing business from his father | 
and it was, for some reason unknown to 
him, rapidly going down hill. What should | 
he do? What was the matter? 

I told him to sell out as soon as possible, 
even if it seemed at a loss. It would be 
nothing compared to the loss he would be 
sure to suffer if he continued in business. 

I heard from him again after my reading. 
As a popular, sensational novelist he has 
created a stir in the literary world. 

It may be wise for you to study your 
sign, and find out if you are working at a | 
calling that is harmonious. More people fail | 
in life than succeed. But then there are | 
more people who follow occupations for 
which they are unsuited by planetary in- 
fluence, than there are those who have the | 
good fortune or the instinct to adapt them- | 
selves to their true expression through work | 
that permits them to use their natural gifts. 


A® Miss Bart’s articles helping you 

to know yourself? In an early issue 

she will tell you how to find health and 
happiness in the stars. 


ear. The Niagara Method is entirely new—so simple, so easy and teaches so 


many little tricks that it just comes natural to pick out any piece you can hum. 
Why not master our 20 lessons and soon be playing catchy, jazz music—all by 
ear? Thousands who could not learn by the old-fashioned method have grasped 
the Niagara idea readily—and succeeded. 


A Simple Secret to Success 7% 


No need to devote years to learn 4 

piano nowadays. Speci Za 

now unnecessary. Every lesson 

is so easy, so fascinating that 

you just “can't keep your ds 

off the piano.”’ Give it part of your 

you will be ng and entertaining 
almost before you realize it. No tire- Sy 
some scales, no arpeggios to learn — 
no do-re-mi—no difficult lessons or mean- 
ingless exercises. You learn a bass ac- 
companiment that applies to the songs you 
play. Once learned, you have the secret for all 
time—your difficulties are over an 


You Play the Piano by Ear 


More than a hundred latest forms and styles of 
Jazz, Blues, Ragtime and piano embellish- 
ments. Modern and up-to-the-minute. For 
beginners, as well as advanced students. 10 
years successful teaching. 

A special service department gives each pupil 
individual attention. Even talented musicians 
are amazed at the rapid progress of Niagara 
School students. course, the Niagara 
Method is fully protected by copyright and 
cannot be offered by any other school. 


Niagara School of Music, Niagara Falls, N. Y. 


Without obli il 
enclose 10c "How to 


CA too, can learn and profit— not only 


_ One who can sit down any time 

*) without notes or music, reel o 
the latest jazz and popular 
song-hits that entertain folks, 

is always the center of attraction 
the life of the party, sought and 
invited everywhere. Make your- 
self that center of attraction— 
master the piano by spending an 
hour a day learning the simple but 
fascinating Ne ara Method. As easily 


as thousands of others have learned, so 


rough the pleasure it provides, but also by 
playing for the radio or at dances, motion 
picture houses and other entertainments 


Decide to Begin Now! 


Just spend only a part of your spare time with 
a few easy, facinating lessons and see how 
quickly you “catch on’ and learn to play. You 
ill be amazed, w er you are a beginner 
or an advanced student, 
Don’t wait another day. Send the coupon now 
for the ““Niagara Secret.” This book is yours 
absolutely FREE. If 10c (coin or stamps) is 
enclosed you also receive wonderfu klet 
“How to Entertain at Piano.” 


i our book “The Niagara Secret.” I | 


k “‘How to Entertain at Piano.” 


St. and No. or R. F. D. 


Age Ever take Piano lessons > 


Personal Hydiene 
or Wames / 


ISE women keep coming back time 
and timeagain to MU-COL. There’s 


a reason. hey soon learn it is 
DEPENDABLE. That’s what they want. 
A hygienic powder that dissolves quickly 

in warm water; that can be pre- 
po as needed, any strength 
ired, and used freely without 


‘MU-COL 
Dependable Hygienic Powder 
35c, 60c, $1.20 sizes at Druggists 


The MU-COL Company. 
167 E. Tupper St., Buffalo, N. Y. 


Send for Free sample 
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Free Sample 


HIS regular 50 cents 
purse bottle of cap- 
tivating SWEET MAR- 
CIA perfume sent free 
on receipt of name 

and address, en- 
closing ten cents 
—for packing and 
postage. ONLY 
ONE BOTTLE 

TO A PERSON. 


LAWRENCE, Inc. 
Dept. 
State St. and Powel- 
ton Ave., Phitadel- 
Dhia, Pa. 


Q | 
PLAY PIANO BY EAR | 
Be a Jazz Music Master _ 
i 
| | 
Be Popular in Every Crowd 
j 
n Quici 
mon | 
A { 
| | | 
| 
| 
| | 
| | q 
= CLIP THIS COUPON NOW ] 
seASan, {| Niagara School of Music, 211 Cleveland Ave., Niagara Falls, N.Y. 7 
i | Actual 
| Size 
SWEET, 
REY 
Le 
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POSITION 
OPEN IN YOUR TOWN 


Mail the coupon today and I 
will send you an immediate cash 
opportunity to make big money. 
I will tell you how you can estab- 
lish yourself in a profitable busi- 
ness of your own without previ- 
ous training or experience. You 
can easily make $5.00 to $15.00 a day 
from the start and your earnings 
will increase every week. 


BRAND NEW PLANS 


START YOU IN BUSINESS 
WITHOUT INVESTING A PENNY 


My amazing new Plans start you right 
out making money without investing a penny of 
your capital. I'll furnish you complete selling 
equipment to start without cost. Tt's a prop- 
osition, so simple, easy, square and clean-cut, 
that you are bound to make a tremendous success. 


MEN AND WOMEN 
NEEDED AT ONCE 


Position now open in your town. I want you to rep- 
resent the World’s Star Knitting Company to take 
complete charge of exclusive territory and fill the 
enormous demand for W orld’s Star products. Overa 
period of 32 years World's Star Hosiery, Underwear 
and Rayon Silk Lingerie have been sold direct from 
the mill throughout the country. We are pioneers, 
first in America, to sell direct from Mill to Home, 
The genuine quality and amazing low prices of 
World's Star products have created a tremendous 
demand. I need representatives at once in every 
community to handle the big business. Great 
Factories and Mills are behind you in this position. 


EXPERIENCE 
NECESSARY 


No matter what your experience 
has been, what kind of work you 
are doing now, how much you 
are making, how old you are, 
you are bound to succeed with 
this position. You can do as well 
as Commons, Mich., who boosted 
his earnings $500 a month; or 
Stockwell, Ohio, who averages $100 
a week. No business offers you a 
more wonderful future or greater 
possibilities. You are your own 

boss. The work is peasant, 


\ dignified, delightful, the kin 
, you will enjoy. You can 


& = work full or part time. 


EVERYTHING 

TO START 
For this opportunity I do not ask you to invest a 
penny, The coupon will bring you all details of this 


great business and how you can start immediately 
without capital, how complete selling equipment— 
everything needed, is furnished Free. I will tell 
you about my Extra Service Awards, Cash Bonus 
and rapid Promotion Plan. Simply write your 
name and address on the coupon and mail it to me at once. 
D. L. GALBRAITH, President 
WORLD'S STAR KNITTING COMPANY 
1000 Lake Street (Est. 32 Yrs.) Bay City, Michigan 


D. L. Galbraith, Pres. 

World's Star Knitting Co., 1000 Lake St. 

Bay City, Michigan 
Send at once, without obligation, all particulars 
of your new Plans Including Free Selling ys 
ment, Extra Service Awards, Cash Bonus, 

Offer. 


motion Plan, and Territory 


County. 


| necessary vehemence. 


Crucible of Youth 


[Continued from page 


Mr. Benton continued to scold; he threat- 
ened, he created and enlarged upon direful 
penalties and punishments to come, but 
about it all was the quality of hollowness. 
He seemed to be blustering loudly to cover 
up a subtle defeat. He would still be a 
father, of course, to give orders and dole 
out nickels, but somehow both the boy and 
the man realized that Paul Benton had re- 
ceived his last old-fashioned lickin’. 

Assuming that anyone understands ado- 
lescents, Cora Benton understood Paul when 
she took the time. It was to her that the 
tow-haired little boy in overalls had come 
sobbing with his troubles, never to his 
father. As her thirty-fifth birthday grew 
relentlessly further away, Cora Benton took 
more and more to romantic novels, movie 
magazines and Westfield’s three-nights-a- 
week picture show. She looked very much 
the typical country housewife, which is 
hardly a compliment to pay any woman. 

Her round face beamed kindly as she 
noisily collected the breakfast dishes from off 
the table and piled them in the sink. “Bet- 
ter run upstairs and get ready for Sunday 
School, Paul, dear,” she suggested mildly. 

“Aw, razzberries—” began Paul, when the 
heavy voice of his father drowned him out. 

“You do what your mother tells you and 
hurry up about it,” he ordered with un- 
“It’s twenty minutes 


| of nine right now and you've been missing 


entirely too many Sundays lately. And 
now that you’re wearing long trousers and 
hanging around pool rooms,” he added, 
“you can begin staying for church.” 

After Sunday School, Paul stayed for the 
church service and when that was over, he 
filed slowly out with the rest, nodding and 
smiling to country folk in their Sunday 
clothes, forgetting the  self-consciousness 
caused by his long pants in his relief at 
being outside once more. All his uncom- 
fortable qualms of embarrassment returned 
with a rush, however, as he came up side 
by side with a certain little black-haired 
girl. 

“Oh, there you are, Paul.” She flashed 
him a friendly smile. “Say, you look great 
in your new suit. Bet you can pass for 
eighteen anywhere now.” 


~ HINK so? Well, yeah, I guess I can 

at that. I was shootin’ pool all night 
last night and ole Pop Turner is awful strict 
about lettin’ fellows in that are under 
eighteen years old.” 

He left Mary at the door of the brick 
house that Old Bill Barthman’s hardware 
business had enabled him to build and 
walked on briskly, licking his lips and vis- 
ualizing the chicken dinner he knew would 
be steaming on the table when he got home. 

Food-drugged Sunday afternoons pass 
dreamily. Paul drowsed and wallowed on 
the front room floor with the many-paged 
Sunday newspaper from the city. 

Taking into consideration that he was 
penniless, dressed up and lonesome, Paul 
finally guessed he'd go up town and hang 
around a while. Westfield was completely 
under the influence of the opiate called Sun- 
day. The sturdy big houses along Main 
Street looked dark and deserted. 

The group of boys in front of the butcher 
shop which Paul approached was composed 
of those who either could not, or would 
not, get a date for the evening. Every 


normal male over twelve years of age en- 
deavors to “step out with a gal” on Sunday 
night. 

“Hi!” greeted Paul briefly, nodding to a 
group composed of Snag Worley; Roy Kane, 
| the banker’s eldest boy; Mutt Jenkins, and 

Snoot Hartman. 


23] 


Albert “Snoot” Hartman was a typical 
small town high school smart-aleck. He was 
a handsome little devil, quick and clever, and 
had a meek, angelic expression in reserve 
that thus far had kept him from being ex- 
pelled from school. 

“Hello, Skeeter,” he bawled, 
thing to drink with you?” 

“Naw,” grinned Paul. He 


“got any- 


sat down on 


one end of the long bench beside Mutt 
Jenkins. “Anything doin’ tonight?” he 
hazarded. 


“This town’s deader’n a squashed toad!” 
said Mutt bitterly 

“Wish it was September,” sighed Snoot. 
“Then we could go steal a buncha water- 
melons.” 

“And get buck-shot,” 
snickered Gus. 

After that conversation lagged and finally 


peppered fulla 


died among the group in front of the 
butcher shop. Mutt Jenkins finally left 
them, cursing Westfield from its earliest 


settlers up to the present uneventful Sun- 
day evening. Paul hid a yawn, though it 
was not yet seven-thirty. Westfield was 
undeniably dead on Sunday nights when 
one had neither a date nor the means of 
arriving at that classic state the corn-belt 
calls “cock-eyed.” 

The four remaining boys arose and 
rushed eagerly to the curb as an old open 
Ford clattered up and stopped, its head- 
lights streaming down the length of the 
deserted business block. It was Buck and 
Larry. 

Snoot grinned and climbed into the front 
seat, motioning Paul and the two others 
to get in back. Unhesitatingly they piled 
in. Buck jammed the starter with his heel, 
it snarled angrily, the motor burst into life 
with a racket that made the quiet Sunday 
evening hideous, and with its muffler and 
throttle wide open, the rickety old Ford 
touring car clattered off full-tilt into the 
night; a representative argosy of raw, eager, 
impulsive American small town Youth. 

Finally on a lonely road the car stopped 
and Larry said: “Raise up.” 

The three boys in front arose. Larry lifted 
the seat cushion and took something heavy 
out from under. He replaced the seat and 
they sat down, still wordless. There was 
the hollow “thung!” of a cork released 
under pressure. He lifted a gallon jug and 
drank deeply, then passed it over to the 
back seat. 

When Paul found himself with the cold 
stickiness of the glass between his hands, 
he experienced a lightning chain of sensa- 
tions. His primary emotion was a panicky 
small-boy fear of doing something he knew 
was very wrong. Finally, with a rash sixteen- 
years-old-and-long-pants-by-gosh feeling, he 
lifted the jug to his lips and took a timid 
gulp. As he did so, another machine came 
along the pike from the west, and its light 
fell upon them. 

“Get that jug outa sight!” yelled Buck, 
“d’ya wanta get us all in trouble?” 

At the mention of getting in trouble, 
Paul’s sick fear doubled. As he held the 
jug in his hands undecided what to do with 
it, the machine jolted by, but Paul did not 
see Mary Barthman’s round little face star- 
ing at him in wide-eyed surprise. 


HE Ford rattled merrily along. Paul 
hung on to his straw hat and sang 
snatches of popular songs with the rest. He 
was happy in a tremulous way as he lay back 
against the tattered upholstery and let the 
warm night wind blow full in his face. 
Taking a wild ride clear to the city with a 
buncha regular guys! Hot rocks! 
A zig-zag course through side streets 


| 


finally brought them into a quiet residence 
section. After cruising about for some fif- 
teen minutes and getting thoroughly lost 
Buck sighted two girls on the sidewalk. 

“Snoot,” he commanded, “you keep still. 
I’m gonna ask those wimmin how to get 
back on to the Linville road.” 

He slowed up when he reached them and 
smiled ingratiatingly. They paid not the 
slightest attention to him, or the smile, or 


the Ford, which it itself would have at- | 
tracted attention almost anywhere but in a 


junk yard 

“Say, ’scuse me,” he fairly shouted at last, 
“but couldja tell us how to get over to 
First Avenue? We’re lost!” 

The taller of the two turned and looked 
Buck straight in the eye. He was so sincere, 
so countrified, and so thoroughly lost that 
she weakened. 

“Maybe you. don’t know it,” she said 
formally, “but this street you’re on now is 
First Avenue.” 

“Really? No kiddin’?” 

“Really and no kiddin’.” She emphasized 
the absence of the final “g” unnecessarily, 
but it was wasted on Buck. She was a 
rather pretty girl and he was loath to drive 
on. 
“Will this street take us out on the state 
highway that goes through Linville?” he 
inquired, and immediately racked his brain 
desperately for another question to ask. 


AUL had glanced reservedly at the girls 

as the machine stopped. He shyly in- 
spected the tall one whom Buck was politely 
questioning but the second girl had her back 
turned. 

She wore a semi-transparent pink slicker 
over her dress, topped off with a curly head 
of golden hair. The effect was novel, and 
beautiful. On the back of her slicker, be- 
tween her shoulder-blades, was lettered in 
fancy capitals “E. H. S.” and beneath that, 
done in colored ink, was a beautiful butter- 
fly with outspread wings. 

“Snoot” Hartman felt that he, the ac- 
knowledged center of attraction, was being 
cruelly ignored. During a lull in Buck’s 
banter, Snoot stood up in the front seat 
and smirked: 

“How'd you gals like to take a ride with 
us sheiks ?” 

Buck whirled angrily. “Shut up!” he said 
but he was too late. Flashing the whole 
group a look of disgusted resentment the 
girl took her smaller companion by the arm 
and together they made a hurried departure. 

Larry Hartman drove the last half of the 
way back over roads of his own choosing. 
Paul dozed and dreamed of curly golden 
hair lying against a pink slicker. 

He was wakened by Buck, and a few 
minutes later he was stealing up the walk 
and into his house. He tiptoed through 
to the kitchen, lit a match and looked at 
the scroll-work clock on the shelf over the 
stove. 

It was a quarter of one. Paul shuddered. 


ARY BARTHMAN sat in the seat in 

front of Paul. He had noticed at the 
beginning of the period that she seemed 
very detached and chilly whenever he looked 
in her direction. 

During an interval when the teacher had 
his back turned, Paul leaned quickly forward 
to get a clearer view of the problems he was 
copying from Mary’s paper. When she 
discovered what he was doing, she placed 
her chubby hand over the figures, gave him 
an icy sniff and turned her back. 

Paul was nonplussed. This was unusual 
indeed. He poked her in the ribs with the 
eraser-end of his pencil and whispered, 
“Whatcha sore about, Mary?” 

The girl at his right had been watching 
with amusement. When she saw Paul was 
looking for a homework paper, she chuckled 
slyly to herself, unfolded hers and handed it 
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to him with an unmistakably friendly smile. 

“Why, say, thanks, Gertrude!” said Paul, 
looking at her gratefully. He took her 
| paper and applied himself vigorously to 
copying. When he finished he saw that she 
smiled at him. He grinned in return 
and gave the paper back to her. 

The electric gong marked the end of the 
into forty-minute period. Like water spilling 
over a breaking dam the pupils snatched 
up their books and jostled their way out of 
the room. Paul fled with the rest. 

The art teacher, a slender, cool woman, 
took the brush from Paul’s paint-smeared 
manufecture fingers and with a few deft strokes dispelled 
mete | the biliousness of a marine sunset he was 
dabbing at. 

Paul relaxed his forward-leaning position 
and smiled up into his art teacher’s face. 
“Uh-huh, That is prettier,” he admitted. 

Ellen Craig smiled in return. She slipped 
down into a chair close by Paul’s side and 
began to shade a long finger of golden sun- 
light across the hard blue waves. 

Paul slumped in his chair, his arms folded 
moodily across his chest. He was gazing 
through and far beyond the cardboard and 
the water colors. Miss Craig talked and 
| painted on. 
| “That’s a sweet little island you put over 
there in the corner. Let’s make those palm 
/trees curve more, as if they were swaying 
with the wind. Palm trees swaying with a 
tropic wind. Almost like poetry! On our 
island there would be parrots, and passion- 
flowers——” 

“And cannibals,” 

“Perhaps. But we won't paint in any 
of them. Cannibals aren't pretty. We 
don’t paint things that aren’t pretty. We 
try to forget them.” 

“Well, be monkeys, 
amended. 

“Yes, most assuredly 
chattering marmosets.” 

“And boa-constrictors to eat the mon- 
keys,” Paul added. 


in the little 


k lived Hans Adam 


put in Paul. 


anyway,” he 


monkeys. Fuzzy, 


ISS CRAIG drew back and looked al 
} him aghast. “Why Paul! You do 
3 think of the most horrid things!” 

“That reef was where the boat got! 
wrecked,” Paul said. 

“What boat?” asked Miss Craig eagerly. 

“Why, the pirate boat. They was runnin’ 
away and the ship scuttled and they had| 
all kinda gold and silver and stuff like 
that. It was dark and stormy and they hit 
the reef and wrecked. The captain fell | 
overboard and the gold pieces all came | 
sinkin’ 
his ole head. The crew they all swam 
ashore and one of ‘em took his shirt off 
and put it up on a big pole for a signal. 
| Then they all died of hunger and thirst, till | 
| only one guy was left. He sat there on the 
sand just all skin and bones and played with 
and jewels, 


the big ole diamonds and rubies 
just lookin’ out over the ocean.” 
| “You thought all of that while you were 
painting?” she asked slowly. 

Paul nodded a bit shamefacedly. The 
woman a aned towards him, her hands 
clasped. “Paui,” she begged, “don’t you ever 
feel as if you wanted to paint a picture of 
something like sharp mountains silhouetted 
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against the moon, with winding valleys in| 
the shadows below, and dark green fir trees.” 
She dropped her gaze from Paul’s face to 
floor. Suddenly she unclasped her 
hands and arose. “Oh, let’s walk!” she 


cried unexpectedly. “Let’s get out and 

Name a snag sketch something springy and green!” 
OGETHER the boy and the woman 
went out in the deserted, echo-haunted 
City- — S60 ——— hall, down the dusty steps and out the back 


door of the school building. Skirting the 
|fence, they walked briskly across several 


softly-lumpy fields and came to the edge of 


down and covered him all up but | 
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a shallow ravine choked with trees, 
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There Miss Craig stopped. 
tiful? Those new pale green leaves, I mean. 
‘’S’kinda pretty,” begrudged Paul. 


” 


“Isn't it beau- | 


Ellen Craig turned sharply and faced him. | 


“Look here, what’s got into you?” She 
stood with her arms akimbo and her head 
tilted to one side. “Today you've been as 
glum as a clam. You used to be able to 
see pretty things and talk about them, but 
now your mind seems to be running to 
sordidness.” 

Paul frowned and said nothing. Miss 
Craig’s pink lips puckered thoughtfully. She 


looked him up and down a moment, then | 


said: 

“I believe the trouble is those long trousers 
you've started wearing. Yes, I can see by 
the way you bristle up when I mention them 


that they’re the cause of your stand-offish- | 


ness. What's the matter, Paul? Do you 
think it’s babyish to take an interest in 
art and to have imagination?” 
“Aw naw, not exactly, but I was thinkin’.’ 
“Thinking about what 2?” 


“Why, all the regular guys—you know— | 


” 


like—well, Larry Hartman, and 
“That awful hoodlum you call a ‘regular 
guy’? You don't mean to say you're start- 
ing to imitate him?” She glared at Paul, 
looking uncomfortably like a stern mother. 
“Aw, gosh, no! What I mean is, none of 


the bigger guys like Buck Donnelly and that | 
bunch take art any more’n they'd take sew- | 


ing, or stuff like that.” 


She sighed, shook away her musings and | 


again faced him seriously. “If you want 


examples, Paul, why don’t you turn to whole- | 


some boys, like Jack Spires and Marvin 
Coons? They know right from wrong and 
yet nobody would dare call them sissies.” 

Paul forgot time and place. “Ho!” he 
jeered, 
Why, they won't even drink good licker!” 

“Does that mean,” Miss Craig said dis- 
tinctly, “that you do?” 

Paul started crawfishing abjectly. “Why, 
heck no! I didn’t say—aw, gosh no, Miss 
Craig!” 

She had been his best friend for more 
than a year and he did not want’ to lose 
her friendship because of- a few over-bold 
remarks. 

Side by side they sat on the edge of the 
ravine and sketched. Paul gazed at Miss 
Craig’s pretty brown hair blurred into dull 
gold by the slanting sun, and felt ashamed. 

It was late in the afternoon when they 
started back. Without realizing what she 
was doing, she slipped a slim sweatered arm 
loosely about Paul’s shoulders. She with- 
drew it quickly with a little gasp when the 
boy’s head snapped around in queer-eyed 
surprise. 

“Oh, I forgot,” she said confusedly. “I 
somehow can’t get it out of my mind that 
you’re not the sweet, tow-haired kid you 
used to be. 

After she had left Paul at the school 
grounds, she walked on more slowly, biting 
her lip and there was a discontented look 
on her face. 


HE odor of boiled carrots and cabbage 


soused Paul in the face like a dash of | 


tepid dishwater as he opened the front door. 
Next to cauliflower, carrots and cabbage 
were the foods he hated most. He grumbled 
a sarcastic remark to that effect as he 
flopped down at the supper table. 

His father clumped in from the back 
porch, his cuffs turned up as he wiped his 
thick hands on a towel. “You might wait 


till the rest sit down before you start eat-| 


ing!” he growled. 

Paul was moodily considering the advisa- 
bility of launching an attack against the 
paternal pocketbook. 

“Say, Dad,” he began, “can I have fifty 
cents ? J gotta buy some special cardboard 
for art.’ 

Mr. Benton snorted, “Like slinging money 


I forgot that you’re grown up.” | 


“ole stick-in-the-muds like them two! | 
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| Paul did a remarkable thing. 


down a rat-hole! What do you want to 
take art for, anyhow?” Then his eyes nar- 
rowed shrewdly. ‘How much you got left 
from the half-dollar I gave you Saturday?” 

“Why, I ain't got any left.” 

“What did you do with it? 
shooting pool, I suppose !” 

“Oh, I didn’t either, Dad! I spent some 
for candy and put the rest in the ole collec- 
tion plate at church.” 

“Church? By Henry, you’re not going to 
miss one single Sunday from now on! I 
won't have you growing up hanging around 
pool rooms and smoking cigarettes, and—” 

“I hate church,” Paul declared. “Not 
very many of the other kids hafta go, so 
I'm not goin’ any more. -You and Mom 
never go anyhow, so you can’t make me!” 
With that he started to hedge towards the 


Spent it 


| front hall. 


“Come back here! We'll settle this, you 
insolent—” 

“Go to hell!” yelled Paul lustily, slam- 
ming the front door in his father’s face. 

Tingling with hot-blooded rebellion, and 
flushed with surprised success at his own dar- 
ing, Paul walked all the way up town taking 
exceedingly long steps. He sighted Buck sit- 
ting in the front seat of his and Larry's old 
Ford. Paul crossed the sidewalk, climbed in 
and sat down beside him. 

“What's on your mind, Skeeter?” inquired 
Buck curiously. “You look like you was 
gonna bite a hind leg offa somebody.” 

Paul slid down in the lumpy seat. “Oh, 
nothin’ much,” he sighed wearily. “Told 
the ole man to go to hell, and walked out 
on him.” 

Buck regarded the boy with surprise and 
condescending amusement. ‘“Startin’ kinda 
young, ain'tcha, Skeeter? Better keep the 
folks around home a while longer, you might 


| need ‘em 


Larry Hartman appeared from the rear 


and jumped on the running board. “Ready ?” 


he asked sharply. 
Buck turned to Paul. 
he suggested mildly. 


“S'long, Skeeter,” 


AUL’S tragic expression gave way to 

puzzled wonderment; then, with a sharp 
tingle of hurt feelings, he took the hint and 
haughtily clambered out of the wreck. 

Where’n heck were they going that was so 
darn secret? And he, Paul Benton, a reg- 
ular guy, getting left out! 

Returning home, he entered the house with 
unsteady knees and a ferocious scowl, and 
was immensely relieved to find that his par- 
ents were not in yet. 

“The Junior Prom” was to be Friday eve- 
ning. On the Tuesday afternoon preceding, 
He wheeled 
their well-kept Ford touring car out of the 
barn-garage and washed it; yes, even pol- 
ished it carefully with a discarded shirt. His 
mother happening to glance out into the 


| back yard from the kitchen window, stared 


a moment in wonderment, then smiled softly 
to herself and turned away. 

All day Wednesday Paul dreamed through 
his classes, piecing together an eloquent and 
touching plea for the use of the Ford on 
Friday night. He decided at last he would 
make the request that very evening at sup- 
per and get it over with 

“Say, Dad,” began Paul, in a roundabout 
manner so as not to hint at the magnitude 
of his subject, “didja know the Bartholomews 
bought a new machine? I saw Bud drivin’ 
it up town today. But then, mosta the 
guys over to school drive their own ma- 
chines anyway.” 

“Speaking of machines,” said his father, 
“T noticed you washed ours yesterday. That’s 
fine! I’m glad to see you take a little in- 
terest in things around home.” 

“Sure, yeah! You see, Dad, everybody, 
even little tiny kids, will have machines. 
You know there’s a big party, the Junior 
Prom, over to school Friday night and I 
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was just kinda wonderin’ if maybe it 
wouldn’t be all right with you if I just drove 
the Ford right over there and right back.” 

Mr. Benton interrupted him. “So that’s 
it, eh? Well” a long, heart-rending pause, 
—‘I dunno bit what it’s all right if you’re 
very careful. Do you promise absolutely 
not to go one inch besides from here to in 
front of the school house and back?” 

“Sure—honest—gosh yes!” Just at that 
particular moment Paul would have promised 
anything. 

Bright rectangles of light punctuated the 
dim, square bulk of the high school build- 
ing. Some dozen or so autos were parked 
in front; loosely, wasteful of curb space and 
innocent of tail-lights in true country style. 
Paul had to drive a half-block further up 
the street to find room to park. Quickly 
he shut off the motor, got out and hurried 
towards the school building in the ‘dark, 
his roseate dreams of swashbuckling arrival 
shattered and forgotten. 

Paul gravitated into a large mixed group 
—boys waiting for girls, girls waiting for 
boys, and boys and girls just waiting. Some 
of Paul’s shyness had been worn off of late 
and under the surface he was a good mixer 
and a fairly clever talker. He sparkled in 
the noisy group. He mentioned his machine. 
“Got the bus outside.” 

“Oh, are you driving a machine, Paul?” 

“Why, sure. But my dad kinda uses it 
too. You know how those things are.” 

Paul was wishing most pathetically that 
he had a girl whom he could step forward 
and meet, take by the arm and lead out into 
the night. Suddenly he was talking earnestly 
with a girl in brown. She was slipping her 
arm into his and squeezing his hand, they 
were going rapidly down the walk together; 
getting in the Ford; and Paul Benton was 
driving off into the dark with Gertrude 
Humphreys smiling by his side. 

Paul drove carefully out of town on the 
north pike for about a mile. 

“Turn up the next road to your left!” 
the girl suddenly commanded. 

Paul turned the car as if hypnotized, his 
mind a whirling void of impending panic. 

At the foot of a steep hill Paul stopped. 
“Say, Gertrude, where does this darn ole 
road go, anyway?” he demanded, his voice 
quavering. 

“Oh, no place.” She reached over quickly 
and turned off the ignition and lights. 

Paul was alarmed. “Better leave the lights 
on, don’tcha think? Somebody might come 
tearin’ over that hill and smash into us.” 

Gertrude Humphreys smirked. “Don’t you 
worry about being interrupted along this 
road, honey,” she drawled. Her thin silk 
dress had no sleeves and was cut very low 
in the neck. 

She clasped her hands behind her head 
and snuggled in the seat close te Paul. “I 
just love quiet places like this to park, don’t 
you?” 


AUL nodded silently from his end of the 

seat. He licked his lips. His throat felt 
dry and his fingertips were cold. Then he 
began to realize that according to all the 
precepts of the clan of regular guys, when 
a fellow was in a parked machine up a 
lonely side road with a girl, he is supposed 
to put his arm around her and kiss her. 

Paul hesitated, then closed his eyes, puck- 
ered his lips wryly, and pecked clumsily at 
her. Before he could raise his head she had 
hooked a tense arm up, cupped the palm of 
her hand over the back of his head, and 
was drawing him down to her. 

Paul drew back, rigid and resistant. He 
asked himself frantic questions. What was 
wrong with the darn gal? Was she scared, 
or something? The boy was quite fright- 
ened and slightly sick. 

She sat silent and upright several inches 
away from him. 

“Let’s go-home,” she said presently. 


| 


we 


Paul needed no second bidding. He 
quickiy started the Ford, jockeying a turn 
vn the narrow road,’ drove back to the 
pike and thence to Westfield. He stopped in 
iront of the plain frame house where Ger- 
trude Humphreys lived with her widowed 


father. She stepped from the machine with- | 


out a backward glance. 

Home and in his room, Paul sat for a 
long while on the edge of his bed staring 
into the darkness. 

He felt very thankful, but he could not 
decide just what for. 


HE next Monday after school Paul 
played ball without much enthusiasm 
for nearly two hours, then strolled slowly 
homeward with Howard Alkire, a popular 


Junior. Alkire was an extremely good guy | 


without being quite regular. He and Paul 

took a leisurely pace along the road. 
Finally Alkire said, “Say, Skeeter, got any- 

thing special on for next Saturday night ?” 


“Not’s I know of now, Hungry,” replied | 


Paul, calling Alkire by his common title. 
“Well then,” continued Hungry, “how’dja 
like to getcha a date and go some place 


with Eunice Hoffmire and me? A double | 


date, you know.” 


“Why, sure, that’d be hot rocks,” agreed | 
Paul easily. Paul, who had never had a gen- | 
uine premeditated automobile-riding date in | 


his life. 

Fearsome was the toilet of Paul Benton 
on Saturday afternoon. He shone, he glis- 
tened, he was radiant and pink when at 
last the ritual was done. 

Out the west pike to the Sherwood farm 
Hungry drove, Paul bouncing around in the 
empty back seat with a distressed look on 
his face. When the car stopped he slid out 
and crossed the wide lawn towards a spread- 
ing farmhouse. 


He knocked timidly. A broad-faced moth- | 


erly woman who smelled pleasantly of 
hearty supper-getting opened the door and 
let him into the living room. Paul stood 
hat in hand, shifting uneasily from one foot 
to the other. 

Then Ruth bounced down the stairs, a 
dream in pink taffeta. Paul’s uncomfortable 
trance vanished. 

A half-hour later Hungry parked the car 
on the Main Street of Circle Grove, a Main 
Street and a town precisely like Westfield 
except that it was smaller, muddier, and the 


movie was called the “Dreamland” instead 


of the “Hollywood.” 

They went into the theater, Hungry 
obligingly buying both pairs of tickets. 

Ice cream after movies is virtually uni- 
versal among young Americans. Eunice, 
Hungry, Ruth and Paul pushed into a dingy, 
smelly confectionery parlor and took seats 
in one of the four little booths built along 
the wall in crude imitation of what the pro- 
prietor had seen in a fine restaurant while on 
his last trip to the city. 


The sidewalk was much less crowded when | 


they came out of the ice cream parlor for it 
was nearly ten o'clock. They piled into the 
small sedan and drove gayly and rapidly away. 


LITTLE way out of town Hungry lifted 
his arm, Eunice settled her head on his 
shoulder, his arm descended snugly and he 
drove on surprisingly well with one hand. 
Paul stared, then lifted his own arm and 
draped it loosely along the seat back of 
Ruth. She smiled and slid over in the far 
corner away from him. He moved after 
her. She smiled again and slid an inch to- 
ward him. Her face was dim in the dark- 


ness, but he could feel her laughing eyes . . . 


They giggled, and caught at each other’s 
hands. 


Hungry coasted over into the grass, yanked 
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the hand-brake into place and snapped off 
the lights. 

To Paul it seemed brutal for Hungry to 
sit up an indefinite time later, yawn, look 
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Find the Hidden Beauty 
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After you have used Doraldina’s Allura, if you do not 
think it is the finest aid to permanent beauty you 
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Gives the hair a“tiny tint” 


at his watch and start the car. Ruth did 


| not move as they jolted forward, presently 


to turn out on the gritty white surface of 
the west pike. Paul’s dreamy state began 
to wane as they pulled up in the Sherwood 
driveway and stopped, till by the time he 
had disengaged himself, helped Ruth out, 
and crossed the wide lawn to the front door, 
his old fixed grin of self-consciousness was 
again plastered from ear to ear. A good 
night kiss, and she was gone. 

Westfield drowsed in the swelter of a corn- 
belt summer. Paul arose quite late each 
morning and did precisely nothing all day. 

In the dimness of parked sedans along 


| lonely side roads, Paul Benton learned much 
| and rapidly. He took to watching Hungry’s 


actions intently, taking in the older boy’s 
every movement in an effort to perfect his 
own necking technique. 


HE second and third weeks in August, 
Paul and four other boys went camping 
a mile south of town on the grassy banks of 
a stream. They slept in a tattered old tent, 
ate immense quantities of canned beans, 
fried fish and stolen roasting ears, raced 
about three-fourths naked and got incredibly 
sun-burned. 
As they sat around the fire one evening, 
telling ghost stories, a shaft of light swept 
through the trees. A machine pulled up and 


| stopped on the nearby road. A moment 


later Buck Donnelly burst into the red ring 
of the fire light. 

“Say, Skeeter,” he barked roughly, “your 
folks wantcha to come right home!” 


“Why, say! Gosh, Buck—has anything 
happened ?” 

“Not’s I know of. Your ole man said 
come on back right away. That’s all I 
know. Better get a move on.” 

With vague, horrifying conjectures flying 
in and out of his mind like bats through 
an attic window, Paul stumbled blindly into 
the tent and gathered up his two army blan- 
kets and little bundle of clothing. 

Buck started the old Ford which he and 
Larry Hartman owned in common, whirled 
it around in the dark and plunged off on a 
breath-taking spin into town. As the car 
skidded to a halt before Paul’s house he 
leaped from the machine. He plunged into 
the living room and stood there with his 
face screwed up apprehensively, a lusty 
young scare-crow with long, bare legs. 

His parents rushed to him from the din- 
ing room, their faces shining with delight. 
“Paul, honey, listen—” Both of them talked 
loudly and happily, his father shaking an 
official looking letter under Paul’s nose. 
Their babble rained about the boy in a 
bright shower. His fear took wings and fled 
as words and phrases became clear. 

“Assistant Sales Manager—More money. 
Big office—move—” 

“Paul, Paul, honey, we’re moving, going 
to move right way to the city!” 

Five glorious minutes of it, then Paul 
dashed up to his room. Snapping on his 
light, he leaped to his dresser and looked 
deeply and piercingly into the. clear blue 
eyes of the young man in the mirror. 

The city? Gosh! 


wrt chap at sixteen wouldn't give his eye teeth for a chance to get out of 

a hick high school into a regular place? Paul Benton, in his own eyes at 

least, was a grown up man who could shoot pool, drink “‘licker” and make dates 

with the best of the regular guys. Would he find himself a part of the “‘gang” 

in the city or would he be an outsider? His story of the rapid pace of high 
school life today continues in November Smart Ser. 


A Wonder Child Grows Up 


[Continued from page 60] 


lege graduate. I cite this simply to show 
why I was hailed as a “wonder child.” 

My mother, Dr. Winifred Sackville Stoner, 
is an unusual woman and as she started my 
education a few minutes after I was born, 
and kept steadily and wisely at it for many 
years, it should not astonish you that I 
developed rapidly. I owe my early reputa- 
tion to the intensive training I received from 
my mother. These are the things that made 
the world at large call me a “prodigy”: 

At 1 year, I was talking, using long words. 

At 17 months I could read. 

At 2, I wrote my own name and knew 


| Bible, Roman and Norse myths. 


At 3, I used the typewriter and composed 
jingles. 

At 4, I knew Latin declensions, had re- 
ceived a diploma in reading and had learned 
to speak Esperanto. 

At 5, I translated Mother Goose into Es- 
peranto, the universal language, and toured 
with my mother giving lectures in Esperanto. 

At 6, I gave plays in Esperanto, did ex- 
hibition dancing and my work in water col- 
ors was praised. 

At 7, I published a book of jingles. 

At 8, I spoke eight languages. 

At 9, I beat champions playing chess. 

At 10, I was head of the Junior Peace 
League. 

At 11, I taught Esperanto at Carnegie In- 
stitute at Pittsburgh. 

At 12, I gave concerts on the violin and 
piano and could row, fence, swim, ride, skate, 


| crochet, knit, sew and cook. 


That’s really an appalling list, isn’t it? 
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But I’m not joking when I say it’s far from 
complete. At twelve I was also familiar with 
the history and political systems of my own 
country and of all the European countries. 
Using Esperanto I had corresponded with 
young people in all parts of the world and 
had learned something of Australia, China, 
Japan, South Africa and South America. 

Under my mother’s guidance I had learned 
much of the lives of beetles, ants, bees, but- 
terflies and spiders. I had studied animals 
in the zoo and art in the museums. I had 
studied anatomy and physiology with my 
father who was a surgeon. I had made con- 
siderable progress in arithmetic, algebra and 
geometry with Professor A. R. Hornbrook, 
of Starrett School, Chicago, as my instructor. 
At thirteen, or soon after, | was familiar 
with the fundamentals of astronomy, phys- 
iography, chemistry and minerology. 

Now the natural thing to ask is: 


. HAT did this early training, these 

unusual attainments, do to make me 
fit to meet the hard, practical problems of 
the life we all must live in this material 
age? That is, has my education helped me 
through difficulties? Has it made living 
easier and happier ?” 

One of the burdens under which a great 
many people labor is an inferiority complex. 
They are whipped before they start. They 
are not sure of themselves, nor of their 
ability. Generally, these people were sup- 
pressed in their childhood. They were told 
they were bad, ignorant or stupid. They 
were told they could not and must not do 


} 

| 

| 


certain things but no reason was given them 
Their childish egotism was crushed and they 
developed an inferiority complex. 

I escaped all that. “Can't” was a word 
that did not enter into my training. 
encouraged, constantly, to feel that I could 
do things. My childish egotism, of which 
every normal child has a large amount, was 
soothed and placated, not laughed at and 
beaten. That I think is an excellent way to 
treat a child. Time and experience temper 
this egotism. 
group consciousness, but the child escapes the 
feeling of worthlessness. He does not doubt 
his ability. He develops no _ inferiority 
complex. 


I was | 


It is tamed as one acquires | 


I was not unusually endowed but I was | 


trained to have confidence in myself. My 
mother always insisted that I was not a 
genius, one of those rare and gifted people 


who do marvelous things by a process too | 


subtle to yield to analysis. I had no real 
and marked tendency in any direction. I 
feel now that I was a normal child who was 
fortunate enough to receive the advantages 
of an unusual educational system. I knew 
there were things that I knew and things 
that I could do. As a result I faced life 
without shrinking and at the same time 


without arrogance or undue pride. That | 


attitude I consider a very valuable asset. 


LSO through training I early acquired 
an ability to express my thoughts. From 
the very first my mother talked to me as 
though I were an intelligent human being. 
There was no baby talk in our family, so 
I learned to pronounce words correctly and 
learned their proper use. All through my 
baby days in conversations with my mother 
I was encouraged to describe the things I 
saw and heard. I was guided into accuracy. 
When it became necessary for me to make 
my ¢own living, this ability proved of real 
financial value. 
to write advertising copy. In this work, one 
of the most exacting of all businesses, I 
have successfully competed with trained men. 
When I tried scenario writing I was in a 
position to make the most of my talents. I 
could say what I wanted to say. These 
two lines have proved of most financial value. 
If by “practical” I meant simply the making 
of money I believe I could specialize success- 
fully in either of these writing professions, 
but in my meaning of the word practical I 
include service to others and I am happy to 
know there are many ways in which I can 
help. Is not this, after all, the real measure 
of educational worth? 

My early education was conducted entirely 
through play, but it was play with a pur- 
pose. I remember a game that my mother 
and I played with brightly colored bells— 
red, blue, orange, green, each one ringing 
with a different tone. All children love bells 
and I was encouraged to play with mine as 
much as I pleased. From them I learned 
colors and the various tones in the scale. 
Before I could talk I could select the red 
bell, or any specified color. A little later, 
upon hearing a note struck on the piano, 
could match it with one of my bells. That 
was a game that any baby would love. 
Don’t you see that after that game of bells 
I could never be tone deaf or color blind? 

There was another game, 
Eyes,” that I greatly enjoyed when I was a 
little older and went for walks with mother. 
We were constantly trying to see who could 
spy a thing first or who could see the greater 
number of several things displayed in a shop 
window. This was a fascinating game and 
it taught me sight memory and quickness 
and accuracy of observation. We played 
the same game with beans or other objects 
at home. Because of this game I can today 
see one thing or a number of things more 
quickly and accurately than my friends. 

So I learned and was happy while learn- 
ing. That I think is the real secret of the 


It made it possible for me 
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Thousands of special values in 
genuine diamonds, jewelry 
watches and silverware. Send 
for your free copy at once 


DIAMOND & 
WATCH CO. 


ADDRESS DEPT. 1855 170 BROADWAY NY. 
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SHOW CARD 


LETTERING 


learn at Home 


Here is the very course you need if you want 
to get a good pz 5 bn position as a Show Card 
Letterer or Sign Letterer, or have a business of 
your own. This course is complete and prac- 
tical and especially arranged to meet the needs 
of the student who studies at home. It was 
written by E. L. Koller, Principal of the School 
of Art of the International Correspondence 
Schools, member of the American Federation 
of Arts, and The National Society of Craftsmen. 

H. L. Wood, a clerk, made more than $700 
“on the side” be efore he had completed his 
course and also won $125 in prizes. 
Harry Lord writes that he has more than 
doubled his salary as a result of studying this 
I. C. S. course in spare time. William Whitman, 
a former wagon builder, now has a sign painting 
business of his own and is earning nearly three 
times as much as he did before enrolling with 
the International Correspondence Schools. 


Mail Coupon for Free Booklet 


4 

4 
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|P details of your_home-study course in > 
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INTERNATIONAL SCHOOL OF ART 
Associated with the 
International Correspondence Schools 
Dept. 6262-3, Scranton, Penna. 

Without cost or obligation, please send me full 


C) Show Card Lettering 
Cartooning 


Mlustrating 


Address 
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MEN co learn to play the Saxophone and other 
band instruments, and fit themselves for high 
salaried positions, most enjoyable work, short 
hours, ideal environment. 

No special talent required. Anyone who can 
whistle a tune and keep step with a march can 
quickly master any Buescher True Tone Instru- 
ment. Many learn scales in an hour, play tunes 
the first week. You can. 


‘Buescher Assures Success 


But only with a Buescher is this rapid peoarecs 
assured. Perfect tuning, easy natural blowing, 
simplified fingering, give special advantages. 
Easy to Play, Easy to Pay 

Take any Buescher Instrument home for 6 days’ 
trial. Pay for it by the month. Earn as you learn, 
Play as you pay. Satisfaction guaranteed. Send 
coupon for beautiful catalog. Mention favorite 
instrument. A big job awaits you. Don't delay. 


BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT Co. 
Everything in Band and Orchestra Instruments 
2119 Buescher Block Elkhart, Indiana 


Buescher easy pla ying Trum:; 


> ets an rombomes aret 
choice of the world’s loading 
artists. Mail cou- 
pen fer 
catalog of your fa- 


vorite instrument. 


“Band and 
INSTRUMENTS 


BUESCHER pee INSTRUMENT CO 

119 Buescher Block, Elkhart, Ind. 
Gentlemen w ithout obligating me in any way please send 
me your free literature Tam interested in the instrument 
checked here Saxophone (1) ) Trumpet 
Trombone () Tuba (] Mention any other ere 
Age? What instrument, if any, do you play?.. 
Name we TTL 
Address 
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Cornet 
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rt Corner Your Pictures-Aibum 


ENGEL MFG. CO 
£00 5x, 4711 N.Ctark St.. Chicaro 


One pupil won a $2000 prize. Another 
pupil earned over $5000 in spare 
Hundreds are selling constantly to lead- 
ing publishers. 

Particulars of Dr. Esenwein’s famous forty- 
lesson coarse in writing and marketing of 


the Short and sample copy of E 
WRITE re NTHLY free. Write t 
The Schoo! 
Dept. 47 Springtield, Mass. 


| training that made people call me a “wonder 
| child.” 

Now as I look back upon that childhood, 
which may seem to you to have been rather 
boresome, you may be surprised to know 
that the only dark spot I can recall is the 
|notoriety I received. My mother’s book, 
“Natural Education,” in which she told how 
I had been trained, brought thousands of 
people to our door and led to the publica- 
tion of hundreds of articles about the system 
and about me. 


EOPLE from everywhere came to see 
with their own eyes and to prove with 
their own ears the truth of the statements 
my mother had made in her book. Exhibi- 
tions at Carnegie Hall, New York, and else- 


where followed. I did not, at the time, as I 


chose that language as the simplest and 
easiest of the European tongues. As soon 
as I learned a few words we would build 
these up into stories, telling over the stories 
I had already learned in English. It was a 
fascinating game of building up words. It 
was all play. I liked to talk, as most children 
do, and it was interesting, amusing, to find 
myself using new words to say things I had 
before said in some other language. 

It was in this way that, at four, I learned 
Latin declensions. I remember a game we 
called “Finding Babies”. We took a word 
like “magna”, for instance and then we be- 
gan searching for the English words that 
were children of “mother magna”. All such 
words we called “magna babies”. One of 
these was magnanimity and I recollect that 
I nearly drove everyone mad by my con- 
the sound of which 


remember, dislike these public appearances stant use of that word, 
but now I am sorry fascinated me. 
| they occurred. They Another part of 
had no place in — i our Latin game was 
| mother’s system an | to put in a box a 
they interfered with (Can Love Win Over || number of slips of 
my steady and calm abe : paper upon which 
advance. I was a || Religious Differences? || were written. adjec- 
child and it did me tives, verbs or 
no good to be | Prize WiInnERS | nouns. Then one of 
thrown into a po- us would draw five 
sition that — First Prize | slips from the box. 
have been reserve The game was to 
for an adult. Mary Lee, Salem, Oregon. build yo ‘en as 

If I ever have a Second Prize possible of the 
child of my own I words « which we 
shall follow my Ada Escousse, New Orleans, || drew into a sen- 
mother’s system of La. tence. The words 
education but I , : that could not be 
shall keep that Third Prize used went into the 
child away from the F Young, Travers a pot and could be 
public. I shall con- g, Traverse City, || by the. oppo- 
sider that it is an 4 | nent. In this way 
entirely private Ten $1 Prize Winners we vied with each 
baby over whose other in  buitding 
destiny I am watch- Lois Capen, Sedalia, Mo. word castles. It was 
ing and - matter Mrs. D. D. Scribner, Lewis- all — it taught 
what early accom- me Latin. 

a ville, Minn. 
plishments it ac- When I was a 
quires, it will be my Mrs. B. Moore, Mountain baby it was believed 
baby and I shall be View, Calif. that Esperanto was 
eternally vigilant to to be a 
Mrs. E. C. Baird, St. Joseph, 

I do not mean to Mo. guage. Esperanto, as 
criticism o ‘ 
mother. She was Ohio. founded on _ two 
convinced that she Mrs. S. Orenberg, Roxbury, | hundred of the best 
had a_ wonderful Mass. root words, upon 
system of education which, following 
and that it would Anne Ford, Muskogee, oop simple —s 
be a crime to with- ; the entire vocabu- 
hold it from the TI lary is made up. Its 
world. As a result ee F. Fla. as, New | simplicity of struc- 
she wrote her book myrna, ture makes it ex- 
and then exhibit A, A. Edgar Bloxson, Englewood, tremely easy to 
myself, had to be N. J. learn and for a time 
| produced. I was put it really looked as 
through my stunts. Mable Brown, Montrose, Colo. though it might de- 
| I played the violin velop an inter- 
and. piano, I whis- 


| tled, I 


} come. 


sang, I 
danced, I spoke in 
seven or eight different languages, I lectured 
in Esperanto, I played chess with masters 
and beat them. I recited my jingles—in 
short, I showed off. I did these things not 
because in my mother’s eyes I was a “won- 
der child”, but because I was, at the time, 
all she had to show for her system. I re- 
gret all that. I regret the egotism it fostered 
and and which I have since fought to over- 
I regret it in spite of the fact that 


my fame has been of service to me. 


| being trained as a child 


I do not remember that there was any 
burden being laid upon me when I was 
I do remember 


| distinctly that I enjoyed most of the things 


| play life. 


I was asked to do. I learned languages 
easily because they were made a part of my 
As soon as I could talk in English 
my mother began teaching me Spanish. She 
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the physical side of 
my training was not being neglected. Probably 
you would realize that from the fact that 
people called me a tomboy. My mind was 
stimulated by the dances I learned, by 
swimming, riding, skating, fencing, knitting 
and rowing. With this established harmony 
between mind and muscle, which Dr. George 
Dorsey, author of “Why We Behave Like 
Human Beings,” would call “muscular be- 
havorism,” it was easy and delightful to 
learn to play the violin and piano. Neither 
instrument presented impossible physical 
difficulties. 


BA of everything I learned, two forces 
were at work. The first was the instinct 
to imitate. I did what I saw my mother do. 
When she began using the typewriter I 
watched her and when she left me alone I 
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made my first attempt on that machine. 
It wasn’t bad either in spite of the fact that 
there was no punctuation and no capitals. 

The second driving force in a child is 
the desire to create. The child likes to 
make things. It was this that led me to 
write so that at twelve I was the author 
of ten books. Please don’t think that I am 
saying this in a boasting spirit. I believe 
that any child educated as I was, with the 
desire to write, would do the same thing and 
possibly do it better. 

You remember, I said I was very young 
when my mother’s book made me famous. 
The reporters, professors and strange, cur- 
ious people who came to see me . were 
doubting Thomases who spoke to me in their 
native languages in an effort to prove that 
I did not know the things I was said to 
know. Young as I was I realized that I 
must do my best to prove to these intruders 
that my mother had told the truth about 
me. As a result it is on record that I 
answered questions in eleven different lan- 
guages. Afterwards I had the satisfaction 
of making a speech in Esperanto which no 
one seemed to understand. 


NE direct “practical” result of the pub- 

licity I received was an offer from a 
motion picture company to become a screen 
actress, I don’t think it mattered to the film 
people whether I could act or not. They, no 
doubt, were primarily interested in cashing 
in on the value my name had at that time. 
I should like some time to write a whole 
book about my motion picture experience. 

In all I made three feature pictures for 
the Artcraft Company, now no longer in 
existence, a series of twelve short educational 
pictures for Pathé, and one comedy for an 
independent producer. 

This comedy, made about 1919, was the 
last thing I did, and thereby hangs a rather 
amusing tale. The scene of the story was 
supposed to be aboard a palatial yacht, but 
the craft which they had hired for the pic- 
ture was really a dirty, ancient and disrepu- 
table vessel on which I spent many an 
uncomfortable night. 

As we had to be on “location” every 
morning at seven A. M. the only thing to do 
was to remain on board as the boat was 
anchored far, far from my home bed. 

My director was an ill-mannered, bad- 
tempered person, but he was unconsciously 
more of a comedian than any of the com- 
pany. He continually assumed a ridiculous 
posture, twirling his moustache and smooth- 
ing his immaculate suit of white linen, stiffly 
starched, and shouting through a mega- 
phone as he clumped about in a pair of 
riding boots which did not belong with the 
rest of his costume at all. 

After suffering at his hands for ten days 
or more the big scene was about to be 
“shot”, my act being to dive from the top 
of the ship, fully clothed, and swim for 
shore. 

As the water was anything but inviting 
to one who had been taught something of 
sanitation I requested our fine director to 
move out a bit where the waters would be 
fresh, but he considered that this would 
take too much time. I said nothing more 
and the camera men went out to take the 
picture from a raft. 

The immaculate director howled at me 
from the deck below, but I made no motion 
to dive into those unpleasant waters. Finally, 
in a great rage he rushed up the ladder to 
my side saying something about the water 
“being clean enough for anyone”. 

“Then,” said I, “it is clean enough for 
you,” and with a gentle push I helped him 
over the side with his white linen suit, boots, 
megaphone and all. 

He was fished out with some sort of a 
grappling hook, and while he was being re- 
vived I packed my bag and departed 
thoroughly convinced that I did not care 


to be a motion picture comedienne anyway. | 

One very agreeable member of that com- | 
pany managed to take a snap-shot of the 
director as he was being hauled up on the 
hook and told the story to a newspaper 
man. The snap-shot and the “turrible tale” 
were published in a big syndicated article 
and strange to say brought me many more 
offers to appear in pictures from other com- 
panies, but I had had enough. 

I will say, however, that since I retired 
from the screen, conditions in the motion 
picture business have greatly improved and 
were I offered a really nice contract with 
a good company now, I might be tempted 
to accept. 

Everything I have mentioned so far has 
been to show you that my education is still 
of practical value. There is, however, a 
phase of life upon which I have not yet 
touched, the emotional side. That, I am 
sure is as essential and of more interest, than 
the mere question of making money. 

“Your unusual attainments must have de- | 
stroyed your interest in men of your own 
age,” is a remark that has been made to me 
manv thousands of times. Honestly, I don’t 
think that’s true. It is true that the very 
young men have seldom been interesting to 
me. I like men who have seen the world, 
who have acquired wisdom through experi- 
ence, who have become tolerant through an 
analysis of their own weakness and their own 
strength but I am not unique in this respect. 
I know many young women who feel the 
same way. Intelligent girls admire maturity 
and fall in love with the brilliant middle- 
aged man. 

When I was eighteen, I met Count 
Charles Phillippe de Bruche. He was much 
older than I physically but I suspect we 
were not far apart in intellectual age. He 
was a cultured European in whom I found 
all the qualities I most admired. He had 
visited the countries I had visited, had read 
the books I had read and had acquired a 
vision and tolerance that were fascinating. 
From the first we were mental companions, 
meeting on a basis of equality. We were 
married and during the year of our marriage 
we were supremely happy. In an auto- 
mobile accident at the end of that year he 
was killed. 

Surely my training prepared me for that 
happy ‘adventure in love and comradeship. 
That same training, I think, should have been 
sufficient to keep me out of my second 
alliance but unfortunately there are emo- 
tions that go beyond the restraining influence 
of any education. It is not easy to account 
for my second marriage even to myself. 

Chance threw me in contact with Mr. 
Louis Hyman, a man who had been kind 
and helpful to my mother and me at the 
time of my father’s death. Between us 
there was no real community of interest, no 
communion of souls. We differed in religion, 
in tastes, in almost every vital thing in life. 
Yet, his great kindness, his solicitude, his 
impetuous courtship, his other real and fine 
qualities blinded me to the fact that we 
were totally unsuited to one another. 


HE newspaper reports that I could not 
even make a cup of coffee were ridic- 
ulous. I have written at some length on 
domestic science and my mother and my 
friends will tell you that I am a good cook. 
I learned to cook by playing at housekeeping 
in my mother’s kitchen. I can hardly remem- 
ber a time when I couldn’t cook, or when I 
was not familiar with an excellent system of 
managing a house. It was not over food 
that Mr. Hyman and I disagreed; our dif- 
ferences went very much deeper than that. 
I am often asked if my maturity did not 
come at so early an age as to spoil both 
my childhood and my real maturity. The 
question always amuses me. At twenty- 
four I am far from mature. I know that. 
My friends know it. I am just the age at 
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Razor Blades 
To Buy! 


Guarantees You 365 
a Year—Makes Old 
Keener Than New! 


RISS-KROSS marks such a radical advance in 
new shaving comfort cam economy that it 
deserves to be called much more than a stropper. 
Rather it is a super-stropper—a blade rejuvenator. 
Almost literally, it makes a new blade out of an old 
one every day and makes hundreds of keen, quick 
shaves blossom where only one grew before! 
KRISS-KROSS strops your blade (any make) on 
the diagonal just like a master barber. Eight “lucky 
leather grooves” do the trick in 11 seconds. Auto- 
matic flip-flop action. Pressure decreases auto- 
matically every stroke. Nickel jig flies up to notify 
you when your blade is ready with the keenest cutting 
edge that steel can take! 


Unusual Offer 


Right now —to introduce KRISS-KROSS stropper, 
I will give you a surprising new kind of razor without 
extra charge. Really 3 razors in one. Instantly 
adjustable to any shaving position. A flip of the 
finger makes it (1) T-shape; (2) straight (old style) 
or (3) diagonal (new way). Gives a sliding instead 
of pulling stroke. Simply zips through the toughest 
crop of whiskers. Made of rustless metal. Comes 
with 5 special-process 
blades and is entirely un- 
like anything you ever 
saw before. 


Get Details! 


This astonishing offer 
is limited. Send the cou- 
pon for information on 
amazing KRISS- 
KROSS inventions to- 
day. They are sold 
only through author- 
ized representatives— 
(or direct from the 
factory)—and are even . 
more remarkable than I can tell you here. Clip 
the coupon today for full details. No obligation. 


KROSS 


Rhodes Mfg. Company STROPPER 


Dept. P-892, 1418 Pendleton Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 


AGENTS! 

Make big money as K RISS- 
KROSS representative. J.C. 
Kellogg made $200 in 7 days. 
H. King earned $66 in one 
day. 
Spare-time workers, office 
and factory men make $5- 
$10 extra a day just show- 
ing KRISS-KROSS to 
friends. Wonderful new 
“Permanent Income Plan.” 
Check bottom of coupon 
aod mail at once! 


RHODES MFG. CO 
Dept. P-892, 1418 Pe ndleton Ave., 
St. Louis, Mo. 
Please send me without obligation, details of 
KRISS-KROSS stropper and Five razor offer. 


City.... State . 

( ) Check have if interested in ana -coming repre- 
sentative. 
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TOILET SET 

Five Exquisite Toiletrier—Lrwal $522 Value 
&) Packed in Gold and American Beau 

Gift Pecquetre Ss 

ALL FOR 

wy For years the distinctive specialte's de toilette of Bourday of Paris | 
w have been the unfailing choice of lovely French women. Now, so 
as that YOU may become acquainted with their alluring fragrance, we 
be offer ths charming Cosmetique Ensemble at a greatly reduced price 
\& The set includes one full-size art flacon of Jasmin Revant perfume; 
one pacguette of deheate Jasmin scented Face Powder, one 
we jar of Beauty Cream. one beautiful full-size bottle of Bourday 
he toilet water and one Loose-Powder Vanity ’ 

In soft-toned, old-gold Gift Box, lined 
»f with nch sateen — complete for only °2. 96. 
Sent CO. D. or promptly upon 

mame addres: and money onder 
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With the Patrician 
4-Piece Hair Beauty Set it is but a few 
moments work to have an attractive 
hairdress. No matter whether your 
hair is long or bobbed, you need the 
Patrician. The only device on the mar- 
ket that dries, waves, curls and marcels 
the hair by merely changing attachment. 
Automatically controlled heating element 

revents burning or scorching the hair. 
Bimple to operate. Indispensable to any 
boudoir. Send 2Sc in stamps to cover mail- 
ing cost and we will forward one by c.0.D. 
Parcel Post for $3.00. Money back if dissat- 
ished after five days’ trial. 


HOME DEVICES, INC. 
Dept. X 
7° Exchange St., Rochester, N.Y. 


Women agents wanted everywhere. 


HAVE PRETTY ROUND 
FACE AND NECK 
Instead of unsightly hollows 
RESULTS GUARANTEED 


acu E now offers you a 

U sure delightful way to put on 

flesh where you need it No 

dieting or tiresome exercise 

Simply apply Tiffany Tissue 

Builder. It is a secret compound 

of amazing tissue building oils. 

It has brought new attractive 

beauty to thousands: Hollow 

cheeks and temples skinny 

necks, under developed busts 

round out almost at once—firm— 

dainty—beautiful. Crow's feet 

and wrinkles disappear as tho by 

agk The soothing tissue building oils will not irritate 
the most tender skin. Neither will it grow hair 

Results guaranteed and your money promptly refunded 

f you are not delighted after four weeks’ use according to 

jirections. Price $3.00. Send check, money order or cur- 

rency and we will send prepaid. If you prefer send no 

money but deposit $5.00 plus few cents postage with 


postman when he delivers it 


TIFFANY LABORATORIES Inc. 


which many young men get out of college 
and no one thinks they are mature. They 
have barely started. It is the same with 
me. I have simply begun. Unfortunately 
I can no longer learn through play. Learn- 
ing now is more or less of a tragic business 
but it is something that only the fool can 
escape. 

Of course, the business of making a living 
has interfered with many of the things I 
did as a child. I still play the violin because 
I love it but I have not attempted to 
keep up my work on the piano. Physically 
I am always fit because I have never over- 


| exerted myself. 


I SHOULD like to warn the modern gitl 
against too violent exercise. Many girls 
now spend their school days practising stren- 


# | uous stunts on the horizontal bars, racing, 


| hurdling or playing hockey. When they leave 


1131C Hanna Building, Ciovetand, 


school they marry and almost at once they 
give up all of these things. As a result 
they quickly get soft, flabby, are easily 
tired and not infrequently become chronic 
invalids. 

Swimming I consider the best of all sports 
for women. Next come dancing and horse- 
back riding. I keep my own horse and ride 
for an hour or two every day. I also 
dance and swim. A year ago I made the 
Los Angeles Athletic Club swimming team. 
Like most women I prefer curves to nerves, 
so within moderation, I am keeping up my 


athletic sports and enjoying them. 

This, I think, is the one thing of great 
value I can tell you now. Let your child 
play, only direct its play so that what it 
does will be constructive and enlightening. 
Games with aims and play with a purpose— 
these are the rare Blue Flowers growing in 
the bright field of education. The time is 
coming I think when these slogans will be 
the backbone of our system of training 
children. This means that what seems a 
prodigy today will be considered a normal 
child tomorrow. 

Don’t try to repress the mental activities 
of your children. They are bound to learn 
and if you don’t feed their eager minds they 
will pick up something that you would 
rather they hadn’t. When they start asking 
questions, I think the only way is to tell 
them the truth, even if it is about Santa 
Claus. This does not mean that the infor- 
mation given to your children should be 
uncensored, but it does mean that if you 
tell them anything you should tell them the 
truth unhampered by false modesty. 

I think we should never be afraid for 
our children of the influence and implications 
of knowledge. A child is an individual, and 
he has his own way to carve in the world. 
He will make his own application of the 
truths you teach him. Let him learn to 
rely upon himself, upon his own judgment. 
Thus he will be the better fitted to profit 
from experience. 


The Man in the Mackinaw 


[Continued from page 41] 


and quilts heaped about and pillows on the 
floor. Bachelors! Smoky lamp chimneys! 
My cabin would be different. 

I wished Kate’s boat had a top to keep 
out the choppy water slapping the shore 
that night was swiftly blacking out. A 
racketing clock showed it was too early 
for the section gang to appear, and I went 
along the railroad tracks. But almost at 
once I turned quickly and ran for the house. 
Suppose a moose came at me? The train 
crew had argued about what a moose 
would do. Last week a man on a speeder 
had been attacked by a cow moose. 


UT this black house. I didn’t feel like 

cleaning lamps for untidy men. A 
sudden ringing made me leap up! Of course, 
that phone! When I located it by falling 
over a bed, I spoke and shivered as 
heard: 

“That you girlie? Now don’t get up in 
the air! Nothin’ happened there yet? That’s 
all right. Quick now look back of the 
milk case. See is there a rifle settin’ there? 
You load that rifle! Burson, he’s the sec- 
tion foreman, says shells for it is by the 
sourdough pot in the kitchen. Put four 
shells in a clip and one in by itself quick! 

“Trouble is, daughter, the marshall here’s 
just been killed, about a hour after the 
freight went out. He was shot! For God’s 
sake, Anchorage, keep off the wire, I got a 
woman alone expectin’ that murderer in 
on her. Well do it! 

“Hello, Kid? This guy is somewhere 
out on the line with a gat an’ plenty am- 
munition. Carries his gun in a shoulder 
holster. He thought the marshall was after 
him, but they didn’t know he was wanted. 
And when Ike asked his name, he shot Ike 
down, dead! Hundred men fanned right 
out, but he got a start, grabbed a hand 
car the crew from Twenty’d come in on, 
an that ol’ Kate, she come in with ‘em. 
She’s standin’ here. 

“They're leavin’ now, but it'll be two 
hours, hard pumpin’ over the Summit. 
They'll call you when they pass Twelve 
section house. I'm tryin’ to raise the road- 
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house at Twenty-three, and if I do they'll 
come and get you. So watch, dear. If 
they holler out ‘Bell’ or ‘Fuller’—it’s friends, 
but if they don’t use them names then 
shoot! That’s orders here, shoot him on 
sight as he shot Ike! 

“The boys and Kate are goin’ to fire 
three shots when they’re close to Mile 
Twenty, so when you hear them shots 
you'll know. This guy’s heavy set. He's 
eat in the café here. Think you've saw 
him! Got on a mackinaw and a turn 
down slouch hat, dark hair, smooth shaved. 
Don’t make no light an’ keep up your 
nerve !” 


EEP up my nerve? Yes, but not in that 

house that anyone could look through 
from four sides. Putting a lamp on the 
floor of the most secluded corner, I brought 
and loaded the rifle. Fortunate that Bill 
had liked guns. This was oiled and the 
barrel shiny, like a German make and true- 
shocting. 

Taking a quilt I stepped out and crouched 
in a blueberry clump. A mackinaw, turn 
down hat, dark hair. I had seen him! 

“I have the gun for a certain purpose!” 
he had said. 

I could see the lake, lighter than the 
dark land. The little waves, breaking on 
the beach, and the ceaseless sound of a 
creek above, flowing through a narrow out- 
let, bothered me when I tried to hear sounds 
of anyone coming, over the ties. Once a 
wailing made me shudder with more than 
the wintry cold. An otter, maybe! 

This darkness that I had expected would be 
friendly, was hiding a skulking form, a 
man who had slain another. He was pur- 
sued by other revengeful forms, eager to 
be killers in their turn, to shoot on sight. 
I began to pray, for the fleeing killer and 
those who followed him—for everybody, 
and for me. If he appeared, was I to 
shoot at him? If only he would pass by! 

He couldn't know I was here, but if he 
saw me, shocked into greater fear, he'd 
shoot me unless I shot first! He wouldn't 
shoot me! Not that man who had kissed 
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me and held me against his heart! No 
one to help him in all this sinister night. 
All against him, hunting, hunting. He had 
the steadiest gray eyes, lighted with ardor. 

How had he looked when he yanked out 
that revolver and faced the helpless mar- 
shall, and fired. And afterward when he 
ran, the town roused in pursuit; his lungs 
bursting as he pumped the hand car across 
a flat where he was visible for two miles. 
Ahead of him stretched the forests, but 
there had been a month of heavy rains, 
creeks and waterholes were flooded, Near 
the coast he would slip and mire in mud 
and muskeg. Then the piercing cold! For 
the last hour a wind had come growling 
from the draws across the Lake lashing the 
water and making the fir trees creak. 

I was frantic, getting down close to the 
rails to listen, and creeping from the road- 
bed at fancied alarms. And I was hungry. 
All the food was in Kate’s boat, but he 
might come along the beach if I went 
down there. 


CRASH, near the tracks. I stayed on 

my knees, holding my breath while a 
great shape a few feet away sent forth a 
whoosh! Its hoof made a rail clang as it 
crashed down the slope. It was a moose! 
Frightened but eager to see it, 1 stared down. 
It must be swimming. Here was another! 

What was that rattle and whizzing, louder, 
then softening to nothing? Some sort of 
car on the tracks! I held the rifle as a 
club. Bell and Fuller would be friends 
coming from the North. Anyone else, 
shoot! The car, a gasoline speeder, rushed 
by while I lurked in the shallow ditch. I 
sank upon a brush pile, dragging the quilt 
around me, and after an interval rabbits 
began to frisk again while the wind yowled 
around the house. 

Would it always blow and would I al- 
ways be cold in this country? The willawaws 
from the water met gusts that made me 
stumble in the hollows between the ties as 
I struggled back toward the shack. In the 
house it was almost as cold as outdoors. 
I found matches and a lantern. Was that 
a shot? I rushed through the door. One !— 
Two!—Three! The section gang’s signal! 

Standing on the track, I lit the lantern 
and waved it trying to make them think 
I had not been frightened. I didn’t want 
to see old Kate now, or to hear them gab- 
bling horrible bloody details. Where was 
he, in the black forest, unable to have a 
fire, with no food and no friends? A 
feeble flicker answered my waves. I heard 
footsteps on the ties, and saw a tiny red 
glow. 

“Hello ?” 

“You, out here, this night?” 

The man was beside me. He threw away 
a cigarette, and took the lantern from my 
feeble grasp. A man in a mackinaw with 
a slouch hat; a dark haired man I had 
seen before! His face was grimly pale as 
I held to his sleeve and cried: 


UT out the lantern, hurry! The section 

gang is coming after you, but there’s a 
boat on the beach! Oh, a man just went 
by on a speeder. A hundred men have 
fanned out after you. We—we'll take the 
boat, go down this lake to Kenai River. 
Lower Kenai River runs into Cook Inlet. 
That’s the ocean. There’s grub in the boat. 
Come. I can hardly breathe, hold me up. I'll 
be all right! Hurry. They'll catch us!” 

“You're going to save me, sweet, not let 
them get me?” he demanded. 

“Save you, yes!” I said. “No one to 
help you. It’s too cruel! Can you make 
an outboard engine go? My things are all 
in the boat. Quick!” 

_ “Easy, sweet,” said the man in the mack- 
inaw. “We have time! They won't head 
me now! There’s no moon until midnight. 
We'll shove off and drift out, then the 
wind will swallow the sound of the exhaust. 


New Skin 


In 3 Days!” 3 


Amazing German Discovery Brings Out Youth-Like, Clear, Beautiful Skin on 
Face and Body as if by Magic! Blemishes, Blackheads, Pimples, Large Pores, 
Sallowness, Surface Wrinkles and Marks of Age Disappear—Because They’re Off! 


Greatest Advance in Restoring the Schoolgirl, Velvety, Smooth, Colorful Beauty 
of Skin and Complexion Made in a Decade! 


No Masks, Clays, Creams, Powders, Bleaches or Makeshifts! 
(READ FREE OFFER BELOW) 


“They’re GONE—Because they’re OFF!” Place 
a Piece of Paper Over Half the Above Photo and 
Note the Transformation! 


Send for This New Free Book, “A New Skin in 
3 Days,” and Marvel at the Progress of Science 
—It’s Wenderful! 


Great is the progress of science these days, al- 
most beyond belief. We knew it would come 
sooner or later, and women have prayed for it, 
begged for it, would have pawned their priceless 
jewels for it, yet here it is, almost for a pittance, 
the wonder beauty-rejuvenating discovery of 
the age! 

It was the Germans who gave us Aspirin, to 
harmlessly relieve us of our pains and aches. It 
was the Geemape who gave our dentists Novo- 
caine with which they now extract our teeth 


without pain or shock to the nervous system. 
And now they give us MARVO, that brings out 
the clean, soft, velvety, youthful skin, producing 
a clear, beautiful, natural, girlish or boyish com- 
plexion that almost carries one back to the days 
of great miracles! 

No plasters or clays to use, no creams or pow- 
ders, no masks or steaming pots, no bleaches or 
harmful acids, no makeshifts! No danger to 
the most tender skin, no pain—yet the old dead 
skin scales, the blackheads, pimples, enlarged 
pores, surface wrinkles, blemishes, tan, freckles 
and signs of appreacsing age are gone—BE- 
CAUSE THEY’RE OFF! 

This new booklet entitled “A New Skin in 3 
Days,” will be sent to you absolutely free, post- 
paid, in plain wrapper. It will read almost like 
the tale of some Fairy Princess come to touch 
you with her magic wand and make you more 
beautiful, more charming, more captivating. 
Your day- dream comes true, your ambitions re- 
warded, your future a success—the kind of suc- 
cess that real, natural beauty brings to its 


possessor. 
It would take a whole page in ie publication 
to tell you the wonders of MARVO. Let the 


book explain it to you in the pao of your own 
room, where no prying eyes will learn what YOU 
have discovered. Send for this "FREE book 
NOW, before the supply is exhausted. It will 
not cost you a cent! You don’t have to buy 
MARVO unless you want to, but just try and 
keep yourself from doing so after you rea what 
it is and understand how easily you can acquire 
a brand-new skin. Your request for the book 
will be kept confidential. Men as well as women 
who need it should write without delay. A post- 
card will bring it to iw by return mail. Just 
say, “Send Free Boo and thank your stars 
ou saw this, announcement! Address Marvo 
eauty Laboratories, Dept. B-26, No. 1700 Broad- 
way, New York, N. Y. 


going to give away a brand new, latest model Buick Sedan to someone 
this adv. We have away many autos to advertise our 
business. This is the most liberal offer ever made, It is your chance to win this 


ideal car for your very own. You can win it; why not try? 
— and will be delivered to the winner by the n 
er may have the full value of the Buick - cash ($1, 195.00)! 


The Sedan is fully 
earest Buick Dealer, Or 


answer 


TODAY 


Can you make out the two words spelled by the numbers in the squares above? 
The alphabet is numbered, A is 1, B is 2, etc. What are the two words? Send 
your answer today—not a cent of cost to you now or later. 


$305.00 Cash Extra For Promptiness 


I will also give away a Chevrolet Coach, Orthophonic Victrola ant ma: 


valuable Prizes—besides hundreds of dollars 


in Cash—and $305. Specia 


Prize for Promptness. First Prize winner will 1 $1 too oo cash or 


Sedan and $305.00 cash, 


All who answer 


can share cash and prizes. In case 


of ties the prizes will be duplicated. EVERYBODY REWARDED. Someone = 
the new Buick Sedan! Why not yout Now, sst eut your pencil and solve th 


puzzle—send your answer today with name a pla 


inly written, 


WILLIAM LEROY, Dept. 9887, 315 So. Peoria St., Chicago, lil. 


H 
| ee | 
| 
| ii 
| te. | | 
| 
om | | |e = 
in cash | 
SOLVE - 
THIS | 
PUZZLE 
ny other 
121 


Are You Ever 
Ashamed of 


Your English? 


O YOU say “who” 
should say “whom”? Do you say 


when - you 


“between you and I” instead of “be- 
tween you and me”? Do you mis- 
pronounce common words in your 
speech or use them incorrectly when 
you write? 

Many a man has been held down 

all his life and suffered untold 

embarrassment because of mis- 

takes in English. 
You do not need to make these mis- 
takes any longer. Right at home, in 
spare time, in the privacy of your own 
room, you can make up the education 
you missed in the days that you should 
have been at school. 

The International Correspon- 

dence Schools will teach you, just 

as they have taught thousands of 

other men, by a simple new 

method which shows you in- 

stinctively which word to use 

and how to use it. 


Mail the coupon today for 
Free Booklet 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6260-J, Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obligation on my part, please tell me 
how I can qualify for the position or in the subject before 
which I have marked an X; 


BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 


(JGOOD ENGLISH 


Business Management Salesmanship 
Industrial Management French 
Personnel Organization Advertising 
Traffic Management Better Letters 


Business Law L)Show Card Lettering 
king and Banking Law 2 Stenography and Typing 

(including C.P.A.)L)Civil Service 

Nicholson Cost Accounting Hires Mail Clerk 


Bookkeepirg Common School Subjects 

Private Secretary High School Subjects 

Spanish Illustrating 
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 


Electrical Engineering Architect 

El ectri e Lighting Blue Print Reading 

Mechanical Engineer Contractor and Builder 

Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman 

Machine Shop Practice ()Concrete Builder 

Railroad Positions Engineer 
JGas Engine Operating Chemistry (€) Pharmacy 
}Civil Engineer Automobile Work 
}Surveying and Mapping Airplane Engines 

Me rey Mining LAgriculture and Poultry 


Engineering CRadio OMathematics 


Name 


Street 


City ° State 


Occupation 

Persona residing in Canada should send this coupon to the 

dnternational Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited. 
Montrecl, Canada 


PREE Trial—Money back if not sausfed 
Why carry TWO when OME will do? 
The BARRETT Pen-Pencd combines a 


Ss perfect fourntam pen an one end 
3} weha mecharucal pencil 
the 


The BARRETT Pen-Pencil 


quabry product a: 


$28 Lexington Ave., 4. 1. City—Dept. 
AGENTS-- Write for selling plan 


Beginners Make $75.00 
Weekly from the start. YOU CAN 
ce unnecessary. Take orders for Bibs 
Shirts and Neckties’’ direct to wearer. 


Underse 
MONTHLY. All or spare time. 
Elaborate Leatherette Selling Portfolio 


ST 
HOWARD SHIRT CO t. 46 
1213 Van Buren Street, Chicago 


Careful! Look out for sharp roots in this 
trail.” 

I thought I saw lights, heard signal shots, 
everywhere, but he said I only imagined 
them and to get in while he looked over 
the loading. He changed some of the flour, 
urging me to crouch under a tarp. 

“Let me boss this packet, you’ve done 
enough ... A rifle, and shells? Fine.” 

I lay in the bottom of the boat while he 
| poled us free of drift stumps. 

It was rodgh and the boat pitched badly. 
I had to crawl from the tarpaulin and 
| bail while he fussed with the engine, curs- 
ing it a little for its coughing and balking 
{I found the old cook’s sandwiches and 
| vacuum bottle of coffee. 


Blessed, you’ve got everything,” 
he cried. “Say this is a regular picnic! 
| Just about didn’t eat at all today, did you? 
| Nor I. Too much on my mind one way 
| and another. Got a cup? Such a provid- 
ing little housewife. You drink and then I 
will.” 

I seemed to have no real thoughts, but 
only vague recollections of earlier times; of 
Bill, both of us expansive over an office 
lunch. He had asked why women with at 
least assumed brains never did any good 
for themselves in selecting mates but always 
got dubs! A dumb female reached in life’s 
grab bag and brought out a winner. I 
thought he should see me in this boat, a 
murderer escaping the law through the 
suggestion of my assumed brain! My body 
ached with cold, and when I was lifted and 
thawed in the man’s anxious clasp, I did not 
resist, but let him put the salvaged quilt 
about us while he steered with one hand. 

I awoke to find the boat tied to a bank 
| and myself bunched beside a small fire. The 
|land was all white with frost, in this first 
light of the dawn. Coffee, ham and eggs 
and toast were being cooked by the man in 
the mackinaw. He made me get up and 
jump fast to stir up circulation. 

I washed by breaking through tinkly ice 
while wood smoke and that delicious brown- 
ing ham teased my appetite. This scene 
I thought would not be melancholy to me, 
with a different end to aim at. I came 
back to a seat on a slicker. He was assem- 
bling breakfast, whistling bits from the 
music I had played that last night. Before 
we rose to leave, he took my cold hand 
and held it against his cold cheek. 

“I think more than I can mention. It 
isn’t the place for much talk.” 

I nodded, sighing. I had once thought 
this the way I wanted to look at the North 
—rough around in pleasant company, camp, 
shoot a little, look at game and rest in this 
marvelous silence. There was no wind to 
battle. I sighed again. This was a party 
of my make-up not truly moral, or normal, 
|or anything. I should be revolted, seated 
| beside an outlaw. I should insist on his 
| keeping definitely clear of me. He could 
kill me, too, and dump me overboard if he 
took a notion. 

A mist floated over the opening to the 
river. The increasing current hurried the 
boat even without the engine, and with it 
we sped past a wooded shoreline, passing a 
cabin or two, no smoke yet rising. Another 
cabin, then none. We too were alone on the 
trail. I heard a roaring and he laughed and 
| told me to laugh and like it. It was better 
to do that than shrink from what one 
couldn’t dodge. 

So I sat straight and glared at the green 
water boiling around black jags of rock. 
Then the boat veered suddenly and took 
|in water. 
| “No time to bail, hang on,” cried the man. 
| We righted, dove into a crest and I cheered. 
|‘ ‘With another man to row in the riffles, 
| you ‘d see the difference. Here’s a long one, 
flat!” he shouted. 

The racing current of the Kenai led us into 
a canyon where we were whirled about 


madly. Then came the final rapids, and 
carried by a slower current we struck Skilak 
Lake as the sun just touched the icy won- 
ders of Skilak Glacier. 

“Look at that house across the lake.” 

“House?” I stared, blinking tears. 

“Like to run over and snoop around? 
Looks as if somebody’s got a fire.” 

“Lucky! Lucky!” I said bitterly. “They 
can stay and be peaceful. But we have to 
go on, to escape. We must reach Cook 
Inlet before—” 

“Sweetheart, where do you think we'll be 
when you get us escaped to this Cook 
Inlet?” he asked. “Here’s a map, wait’ll I 
unfold it. Now this is Kenai Peninsula. 
Back here is Seward where the murder was, 
No, sit up here by me!” 

“T won't!” I said wildly. “Now you are 
showing your real nature, after being so 
lovely! I won't. Gimme the map myself. 
Well, I'll sit up, but it’s because I want 
to. No one is making me. I can't be 
made to!” 

He put an arm around me. After a pause, 
he gently kissed me, and I took his hand, 


stroking it. He said: 
“Stop, pet. Don’t, darling. My little 
escaping general! In the inlet, we must 


come out above Seward, and all ships call 
in there going south. At the village of 
Kenai, we may get a launch to take us to 
Soldovia for the ship, or to Anchorage, 
where we could go on the railroad back to 
Seward. Put this boat on a freight flat, too, 
and get it back to Kate White, and not owe 
her'so much! We'd pass Mile 20, where you 
and I started this trip. So you thought 
we'd hit the coast below the port, then ho 
for the big Outside? Kiss me once and I'll 
let you in on a secret. No, kiss me, first!” 

A thrill rippled over me as I caught him 
in a furious embrace, and screamed: 

“Then it wasn’t you who killed the mar- 
shal!” 

“Well, I hope not!” said the man. “But 
it was I who went by on the speeder, with 
the bird who did, tied hand and foot, back 
of me. I'd gone out on the same train with 
you but you didn’t know I was on it. 
This chap stole the forester’s speeder, found 
it close to town, and they had him yaffled 
at Mile 34 when I got off there. After ar- 
gument by phone we settled that I had 
most time and so would pack him to jail 
for them. But near Twenty I met the 
section crew, and they wanted to take him 
and bring home stuff they hadn't waited 
to load on. Suited me, and the old lady 
made me swear to fire the three shots and 
calm a young lady that I'd find having 
fits in the section house. You wouldn't 
let me even try to calm you!” 

“But they said he had a mackinaw and 
slouch hat!” 

EN thousand whites up here and eight 

thousand have mackinaws,” he said. 
“Well, we need a rest. That’s a hunting 
party after moose in that shack, an honest 
wedded wife among them. I was to leave 
the husband a revolver with old Kate. I 
borrowed it last month. I don't figtre we 
need a chaperon, after all this, but I don’t 
want really to have to shoot some conversa- 
tional citizen later, so let’s tell her a good 
lie, and go camp there a few days and have 
fun looking at the country. Got grub and 
things here. 

“I’m looking for airplane bases for com- 
mercial flying, through here. Been up and 
down all summer. We'll sneak up on Tus- 
tamena Lake, then we can drop down to 
Kenai, go over to a town, but not for long 
since you like it rough.” 

“What will we go to the town for?” 

He laughed, looking at me, and I laughed 
and cried too, and held him tightly—my 
murderer—as he said: 

“Don’t you kid me! 
can’t compromise me, either. 
marry me, gal!” 
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A Kiss for a Touchdown 


[Cont-nued from page 65) 


I am, a fool! Now I know why you begged 
me to say I wouldn't go for this skunk. 
You were only baiting me so he could have 
you without any rumpus.” 

“Keep your hat on, Pep,” Touchdown 
said. “You and I can’t fight now. It'll 
ruin our chances for tomorrow. [I'll give 
you all the opportunity you want to settle 
with me after the game.” I could tell by 
his tones that he was fighting hard to con- 
trol himself. 

“Settle after the game. You'll do it now. 
I'll teach you to steal another man’s girl,” 
Pep cried, pushing me aside. 

“If you dare go back on your word, I'll 
never speak to you again,” I said. I was 
desperate at the sight of him rushing at Car- 
penter who stood like a giant torn between 
two great conflicting forces. 

My words halted Pep for a moment: “I 
don't give a whoop. You went back on 
your word. You sold me to this big beefing 
bully.” 

“Oh! Pep, I only came here to break my 
date with him,” I said. I was stung to the 
quick by the fact that Pep was right. I 
had gone back on my promise. What was 
about to happen was all my fault. Oh! 
Why had I ever been tempted to leave the 
floor with Touchdown? Why? Why? Just 
to make trouble, and to ruin State’s chances 
in the big game. 

“I don’t fall for that bunk any more,” 
Pep flung at me and again charged toward 
the giant who stood waiting for the storm 
to strike him. 

I stood chained to the floor as Pep’s fist 
shot upward for Touchdown’s face which 
suddenly lost its mask-like quality. Then a 
wave of blessed relief surged through me. 
For I saw that Touchdown Carpenter was 
not going to fight. He was only going to de- 
fend himself from the rage of the smaller 
man. 

The giant’s hands shot out and he warded 
off Pep’s two vicious blows. Closing in on 
the quarterback he pinned his arms against 
his sides, and held him. But, Pep Palmer was 
made of swift, wiry sinews and bones. He 
eluded the clinch and struck twice in rapid 
succession. One blow caught Carpenter on 
the left cheek, the other ploughed into his 
right shoulder. 

Still the captain made no attempt to punch 
back, and once more he bored in on little 
Pep, seeking to catch his wind-milling arms. 
This time Touchdown got him, and lifted 
him three feet from the floor to get a better 
hold, but Pep kicked and clawed his way 
back to the floor, and grabbing Touchdown 
around the knees as if he were tackling him, 
brought him almost down when suddenly 
the big fellow put all the steam he had into 
his arms and shoulders. Pep was flung away 
like an arrow from a bow. He landed against 
a table. The table overturned, and a lamp 
crashed to the floor.. At that moment there 
was heavy pounding at the locked door, and 
an uproar began in the hall. 

As Carpenter and I stood there, staring 
aghast at each other, wondering how to get 
out of the threatening jam, Pep struggled to 
his feet, still full of fight, although it was 
evident that he was badly shaken. I threw 
my arms around him to hold him back. 

“Pep, for my sake get out of here. People 
are coming. Listen to them at the door.” 


Bi kill him for this,’ he said, and 
pushed me away. 

I caught at the wall for support, and my 
fingers grazed the electric light switch. I 
snapped it, plunging the room into darkness, 
but Pep and Touchdown were already grap- 
pling again. I rushed to them. 

“Touchdown, fling him off. We've got to 


get through the window before the crowd | 
breaks the door in. Let Pep stay. I’m) 
through with him.” | 

Just as I climbed through the window 
there was another crash in the room. Un- | 
nerved I let go my hold on the sill and | 
dropped three feet to the ground below. 
The next moment a great shadow blurred 
through the window and Touchdown Car- | 
penter snatched my hands. 

“Come on, we’ve got to beat it, Vida,” he | 
said, pulling me after him. 


ROM Forest Hall there came excited 
clamor. Voices shouting orders to 
searching parties. 

“They're hunting us. Come, Vida, we've 
got to clear out. Here’s a classroom build- 
ing. Maybe a door is open. Let’s try,” 
he said, and drew me after him into the 
deeper dark of the building’s vestibule. 

A door was unlocked. We ducked through 
it, and tiptoed in, not daring to strike a 
match, for the voices of the searchers sounded 
close at hand. 

“They'll never think of coming in here,” | 
whispered Touchdown as we reached the 
other side of the building, “but we'd better 
stay under cover until they pass.” 

We stood very close to each other in a 
silence broken only by the cries outside which 
became fainter with the passing of moments. 
Suddenly the reaction hit me, and I just 
about caved in. Touchdown steadied me 
with his arms but made no attempt to kiss 
me. I was awfully glad he didn’t because 
all desire to be made love to had been swept 
away. I only felt remorse, and guilt. 

“Oh! Touchdown, I feel so awful about | 
everything. Will Pep’s attack on you make 
a lot of difference in the team now? Will 
it keep you from playing your best?” I 
begged. 

“It won’t keep me from doing my best. 
Remember why I’m out tomorrow to roll 
up a dozen touchdowns if possible. I hope 
it won't hurt Pep’s playing. Nobody else 
on the team’ll be affected by it unless he 
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Lots of peop'e you know may use it— 
you can’t detect it! Easily applied, and 
you take no chances with your hair— 
and waste no time experimenting with 
single locks. For sale at all druggists’ and 
leading department stores. 


Kolor-Bak 


Banishes Gray Hair 


tells ‘em, because mum’s the word with me.” 


“You’re a sweet man, Touchdown Car- 


penter,” I said, and let him lead me to the | Forever removed by the Mahler ae: 
campus. Method which kills the hair root 


In the glare of the colored torches, girls | without pain or injuries to the skin, 


in evening dresses, and boys in dinner jackets, | 
about the mysterious rumpus in the lounging 


skirted these little gatherings without being 
recognized. He left me a few feet from the 
lighted entrance of the hotel, and I rushed 
up to my room where I flung myself across 
the bed oblivious of my new party dress. — 

For an hour or more I lay there tortured 
by the realization that if Pep Palmer played 
a poor game tomorrow, and State lost on 
that account it would be all my fault. If I 
had kept my pact with him he would not 
have attacked Touchdown. I had told him 
I would never speak to him again, that I | 
was through with him. This was bound 4 
upset him regardless of the fact that he 
risked my breaking off with him by fighting | 
Carpenter against my plea. 

My hysteria suddenly ended. I pulled my- | 
self together. It was no time to go to | 
pieces. Pep Palmer had to be at his best | 
for the big game. If knowing that I didn’t | 
mean I was through with him would help | 
any, he was going to know it. 

I jumped up and telephoned the adminis-"! 
tration building to learn how I could get in | 
touch with a member of the Varsity, for it 
was now past ten, and as usual the team | 
had been whisked off to some secret place 
until a few minutes before game time. But, 
the administration operator said that the | 
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|in the privacy of your own home. 
all of them bareheaded and excited, talking | Send today 3 red stamps for Free Booklet. 


We teach Beauty Culture 


rooms of Forest Hall. Touchdown and I D. J. MAHLER CO., 920-B Mahler Park, Providence, R.L 


Think of it! You can now get 
a Genuine Underwood for only $3 
down and small monthly payments. 

FREE TRIAL Offer 


Don't money now, just mail in the 
coupon for full about our specia! 
free trial offer special prices and terms e 


week's time! We will give you FREE 
@ typist's manual and a FREE course 
in touch typewriting ! Write at enon, 
don’t delay, send the coupon NOW! 
Shipman-Ward Mig. Co.. 

3827 Shipman Blig., Chicago 
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O YOU WANT an important, high-salaried ? 
You can have one if you can do the work. LaSalle 
experts willshow you how, guide you step by step 
to success and help solve your personal! business 
one thra the time-saving LaSalle ‘oblem Method. 
Jur salary-increasing plan enabies you to prepare during 
your spare hours, without interference with your present 
duties. Simply mark on the coupon the field in which you 
desire success, and we will mail you a valuable book de- 
scribing the opportunities in that field, together with an 
outline of our salary-increasing plan. Also copy of ‘‘Ten 
Years’ Promotion in One."* There is no cost or obligation. 
Find out how the salary-increasing plan starts average 
men and women on the high road to success a al 
independence. Check and mail the coupon 


— Find Yourself Thru LaSalle 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERS 
The World's Largest Business Training Institution 

Dept. 1050-R Chicago 
I should be giad to learn about your fa 

salary-increasing plan as applied to 

my advancement in the business field 

checked below. Send also copy of 

“Ten Years’ Promotion in One,’’ ail 

without obligation. 

OD Business Management 

O Higher Accountancy 

O Traffic Management 

O Modern Salesmanship 

Rail wayStation Manage- 
ment 

OD Law—Degree of LL.B. 

O Commercial Law 

O Industrial Management 

O Modern Foremanship 

O Personnel Management 

O Banking and Finance 

O Modern Business Corre- 
spondence and Practice 


0 Expert Bookkeeping 
OC. P. A. Coaching 
O Business English 

O Commercial Spanish 
O Effective Speaking 
O Stenotypy 


Name 


Present Position 


| whereabouts of the team was a mystery to 
everyone, including the university president. 

“They’re out of the picture until one- 
forty-five tomorrow,” she said. 

Fear and despair were gnawing in my 
heart as I sat in my box at State stadium 
the next afternoon. I had not been able to 
reach Pep Palmer. The Varsity’s where- 
abouts was still shrouded in mystery. All 
that cheering thousands in the State side of 
the great ampitheater knew was that in a 
few moments their team was due to charge 
through the players’ gate, and warm up for 
the game of games. 

Suddenly the air went mad. People rose 
like waves around me. State was coming on 
the field! I trembled all over as I stood 
upon my seat bent upon seeing Pep Palmer, 
and making him know in some manner what 
was in my heart for him. I'd shout it out 
for all the world to hear if necessary. 

| A Most at that moment a State stu- 
dent cried: “Where’s Pep Palmer? He’s 
not at quarterback on either A or B team.” 
| My heart stopped beating and my eyes 
| blurred as they swept over the two teams 
lat signal practice. The players mixed and 
'mergcd into blue sweatered masses, making 
la baffling picture of flying arms and legs. 
All around me voices were saying: 

| “What’s happened to Pep?” 

| “The team’s twenty percent weaker with- 
out him.” 

“Pep, Pep, Pep Palmer!” 

Nothing could make me believe that I 
wasn’t to blame for whatever had happened 
to keep Pep off the field, and sitting there 
in the midst of all the despair over his fail- 
ure to be with the Varsity, I suffered tor- 


Address sencecncenseeee-sscececenccccsces-coossesee |Ments. Had he been hurt in the scuffle last 
night? Had he attacked Carpenter again? 

d H The teams were lining up. Now I saw 
| SLIM SOCIETY FIGURES ‘ | Touchdown Carpenter. He was getting ready 
jy) | | to kick off for State. The referee’s whistle 
“W.79-M”’ blew. I shut my eyes, a prayer In my 
| heart. 

| fluous flesh. An entirely new idea in flesh reduction on. ouchdown hac ooted the pigskin to 
| by & prominent private physician and used success- Carleton’s ten-vard line, and his ends were 
| fully for 14 years by him among his exclusive . - . 

‘| patients charging down upon the crimson-sweatered 
| Acts by lessening the appetite for rich foods, and H man who had caught it. 
by using up excess adipose tissue t prevents the 4 , , aa i + 
yn of fat-forming foods. Unlike previous Before any body realized it the Carleton 
| preparations, it MS oy magreves the general man, Coffey, famous punter, booted the ball 
ealth, aids well-be te patie 
| | back over the heads of the onrushing State 
We have un-numbere etters from delighted users 
whic may "be seen at our office 2. ¢ guarantee men. The ball went spiralling high and 
““W.-79-M"’ to be absolutely safe and harmless straight into a territory unguarded except 
rhis is the only preparation of its kind, offered now . ~ er 2 
| for the first time to the public that is registered | for Smith, the State substitute quarterback, 
who was playing back as a safety man. 


t 
js} with the New York Board of Health. 
| If you are sincerely interested, we e3 


you private details or 


will send 

| r any question you ask to 
the physician. who discovered 
Formula “W-79-M". Write Dr. MJ 
F, care 


The PRIMSET Company / 


Distributing Agents 
1658 Broadway, New York, N. Y. “\ 


Unnecessary 
NOW THAT B. PAUL'S 
HENNA SO QUICKLY 


RESTORES NATU- 
RAL COLOR 


Try this 
wonderful hair coloring, 
see what an amazing beautifying 
transformation it will bring about in , 
7 your appearance. Easily restores the desired 

natural color to your hair in OME BRIEF APPLICA- 
TION. Absolutely permanent. This safe, harmiess 
Henna-Herb preparation, prepared [2 years by Mon 
B Paul, French hair coloring specialist. Not affected 
by waving, oils, tonics, shampoos. Wil! not stain scalp, 
rub or wash off 4 shades. Blonde to bieck. 
$1.60. White Henna for 
grown dark $2.25. free 


Everybody in the stands seemed to catch 
this bit of strategy as the ball sailed at 
Smith. Knowing that Pep was out of the 
game, Carleton, putting no stock in the sub 
quarterback had punted back in hopes Smith 
would fumble. Already their ends were driv- 
ing down on him. 

Smack! 

The bali hit Smith’s hands, and then I 
covered my face as a heart-breaking wail 
went up from State’s rooters. Poor Smith, 
nervous in his first big game, had fumbled. 

The air suddenly went wild with Carle- 
ton voices. Elkins, their end, scooped up 
the fumbled ball, and dashed over for a 
touchdown. One minute after play! 

“Oh! if only Pep had been there,” groaned 
a fellow next to me, and I felt as if he had 
struck me. 
| The teams lined up again. Coffey tried 
to drop-kick, but the attempt was blocked 
by Touchdown Carpenter who tore through 
the line like a ‘battering ram and knocked 
the ball to the ground. 

But, from this moment until the whistle 
for the end of the first half, the teams locked 
in one of the swiftest, fiercest, see-saw strug- 
gles ever seen on a gridiron. State would 
| rip off a long gain by the brilliant running 
of Carpenter or one of the other backs, then 
fail to develop the steam and push to make 
| the next downs. Everybody in the stands 
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swore this was because Pep was not there, 
driving the team with his courage and ex- 
perience. 

Poor Smith was doing his best now, and 
there were no more fumbles, but he was 
not varsity calibre. Every time someone 
mentioned Pep I wanted to die, but there 
was nothing I could do. Carleton, after its 
brilliant touchdown, seemed in the same fix 
as State and could not put on the extra 
steam to continue a march to the goal after 
a series of dangerous advances. 

I remained in my seat between halves, not 
daring to move about. As the men came 
back to their seats I heard Smith had in- 
jured his hand so badly that the second 
string quarterback, Wilson, was going in for 
him 

“We may hold ’em to these six points, but 
we'll never start a winning drive without Pep 
in there,” a man said. 

“Something's happened to him, that’s all 
anybody’s heard,” chipped in another, his 
face shadowed. It was getting cold in the 
stadium. The sun was sinking, and a wind 
was whipping across the field. 

A moment later an usher looked into my 
bex, and called my name. My heart sank 
into my shoes. What was the matter now? 
I answered him in a weak voice. He gave 
me an envelope. -I took it, warmly con- 
scious that everybody nearby was looking at 
me. The note made me gasp aloud, but 
fortunately at that moment the crowds were 
cheering the return of the players. It was 
from Touchdown Carpenter, scrawled in pen- 
cil. I read: 

“Glad I remembered the box you're in. 
It’s up to you now Vida. State can’t win 
without Pep. He’s been in such bad mental 
shape since last night the coaches won't let 
him play. It’s not because of our fight. 
Pep apologized for that last night, and we 
shook hands for State, but he went to pieces 
this morning because you've canned him. I 
tried to tell him different, but he’s dead 
sure you meant it. If Wilson’s hurt, the 
coaches have got to send Pep in. Let him 
hear from you on the field, somehow. 
State’s got to win! Touchdown.” 

Ten minutes left to play, and the ball 
in Carleton’s possession! The teams lined 
up, and Carleton pulled the last thing a 
team dares in the shadow of its own goal 
posts, flung a beautiful long forward pass 
that netted thirty yards, placing the ball in 
mid-field. Bewildered by this the State line 
gave way five more yards. A triple pass 
gained three. Two to go. A buck failed. 
Then came a fake kick that developed into 
a run from punt formation for six yards. 


OLD ’em State,” bellowed the State 

rooters, as two fresh backs galloped 
into the fray for Carleton. One was Ed- 
wards, their fastest track man, built for speed. 

The cheer leaders on both sides had to 
hush their sections down; the players 
couldn’t hear signals. In that awful sup- 
pressed quiet came the sharp, barky num- 
bers. Two groups of men charged savagely 
until one of the knot emerged, a tall slim 
crimson-jerseyed man running with the speed 
of the wind. Carpenter flung himself vainly 
at the streaking Edwards, as did others. Now 
there was daylight between the sprinter and 
the State line except for a blue-sweatered 
figure, crouching grimly in the shadows of 
the field—Wilson, playing safety for State. 

“Pep, Pep!” I sobbed as the man in his 
place dived for the fleeting crimson phantom 

“Wilson got him—got him—got him—” 
shrieked a college boy in the next box. The 
rest of his words were drowned under a bed- 
lam of cheers. 

But, in getting his man, Wilson had been 
knocked out. My heart leaped into my 
mouth. Pep was coming into the battle! The 
crowd waited wondering, I guess, just what 
was holding things up. Suddenly a helmeted 
figure with a big white 3 on his back dashed 
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on the field to take Wilson’s place. 
Frenzy! Hopes sky rocketing into the 
heavens! Old men, young men, women, and 


girls, waving State pennants like people sud- 
denly gone mad, and me rushing pell-mell 
down the aisle to the side-lines screaming 
at the top of my voice— 

“Pep, Pep!” 

A cheer leader came running to put me 
back. But, I resisted him, yelling into his 
ear to shut the crowd up so Pep Palmer 
could hear me. I guess he realized what 
was up for he and his assistants got the 
crowd calmed down so the game could go 
on, and then he shoved the megaphone in 
my hands saying, “Do your stuff.” 

“Pep—Pep,” I shouted as the players lined 
up. 

Through misty eyes I saw Touchdown Car- 
penter swing Pep Palmer around, and point 
at me. Then I shouted again— 

“Pep, Pep! A kiss for a touchdown!” 


H E WAVED, and the stands took up my 
cry. went thundering across the 
field like a battle yell— 

“A kiss for a touchdown, Pep! 
for a touchdown!” 

Three minutes to play! 

Carleton’s fourth down and five to go on 
the thirty-six-yard line! Coffey dropped 
back for an attempt to drop-kick. It was 
wide of the mark. 

The ball was brought out on the twenty 
yard line in State’s possession. 

Two and a half minutes to play. 

“Tell him something, girlie,” begged a man 
in the boxes. 

“Come on Pep! A kiss for a touchdown!” 
I shouted through the megaphone. Again 
the stands took it up like a battle cry. 

Then an awful hush that gave me a chill. 
Thee backfield was digging in on its toes for 
a thrust. Pep’s voice went up like a clarion. 
Suddenly there was action. 

Crash 

Carpenter went off tackle for eight yards. 
State rooters were insane now. Pep was 
back! The drive was on. Carpenter took 
the ball around end for six yards with Pep 
running beautiful interference. 

Two minutes to play. Almost seventy 
yards to go for a touchdown. Nobody ex- 
pected a pass. It was dangerous. It might 
be intercepted. But pass it was. A long 
pass such as only Pep Palmer could toss, 
netting State forty yards after Kelsey on 
end, was finally brought down. 

My voice was hoarse, but once more I 
sent up my cry to Pep, and as the crowd 
saw him wave again, it could not be con- 
trolled. The next play went on through this 
welter of cheering, and, Pep, executing a 
double pass to Carpenter had driven his 
team within striking distance of the Carle- 
ton goal. 

One minute to play, and the field was 
thronged by fresh substitutes being sent in 
by Carleton in a desperate effort to stem the 
blue and white tide surging towards its line. 

Twenty yards to go! There wasn’t time 
left for line thrusts. Pep Palmer opened up 
with his bewildering bag of trick plays, which 
gave Touchdown Carpenter the ball. In 
three brilliant assaults the captain had car- 
ried the ball to the three yard line. 

Half-minute to play! 

I shall never forget the agonizing suspense 
of watching the team line up for the next 
play. My eyes burned and ached. I made out 


A kiss 


Pep Palmer, bending over to call signals, 
but I could only choke over what I wanted 
to shout to him. Suddenly, as his voice | 
rang out, Carpenter yelled “signals off,” ‘and 
he, the team captain, called them himself. 
The backfield changed formation. There 
was a rush of blue sweaters toward the line, 
Touchdown leading like a battering ram, 
head bent low as if trying to smother a 
ball—and then, like a shot from a gun, one 
lone blue-sweatered player cut out of that 
flying wedge formation, and streaked across 
the line— 

“Touchdown! Touchdown! Palmer! Pal- 
mer! State! State!” rang in my ears, rocking 
me on my feet. I was dizzy, happy, sick, 
faint, strong, everything at once. 

The cry “G-o-a-l” brought me half to my | 
senses, and the next moment the cheer- 
leader and I were hugging each other and 
yelling like lunatics while a sea of crazy, 
victory-drunk State rooters swarmed down 
upon us, overflowing into the field in joyful 
frenzy. 

In that swarm of faces I looked eagerly 
for Peps, and Touchdown’s. Suddenly Pep 
was towering over me, and Touchdown was 
calling to me, the glory of victory shining 
through the dirt on his scarred face. 

“Here’s Pep,” cried Touchdown, and for 
the first time I realized he was carrying Pep 
on his own shoulders. I held out my arms 
to both of them, and Touchdown put Pep 
on the ground in front of me. With the 
yells of the crowd ringing in my ears I put 
my arms around Pep. His arms went 
around me hesitantly, and we tried to search 
each other’s eyes. 

“You heard me, didn’t you, dear old Pep?” 
I murmured. 

“Yes, Vida. And you really meant it?” 
he asked bending closer. 

For answer I kissed him not once, but 
many times. 

Pep pulled away gently, and looked 
around. Touchdown was smiling at him. | 
“Doesn’t—doesn’t Touchdown rate a kiss, | 
too? He called my signal for the touchdown, | 
and he kicked the winning point!” 


F COURSE he does,” I cried, and pull- 
ing Touchdown’s face over to me I 
kissed him. He laughed like a big happy 
boy, and rushed off into the milling crowd. 

“He’s a peach, Vida,” said Pep, looking 
after him, “and, I was such a—fool.” 

“So was I, Pep, but that’s all over now. | 
He won, and we know the truth. There 
won’t ever be any more mix-ups like this.” 

His arms went around me again. It was 
almost dark now, and the crowds were turn- 
ing toward State’s campus. But from many 
parts of the night the boys were yelling: 

“A kiss for a touchdown, Pep!” 

“T guess I'll hear that all the rest of my 
life,” he smiled. 

“Will you mind much, Pep?” I asked, 
snuggling closer. 

“Not, if you'll keep on giving me kisses, 
Vida,” he answered. 

“That’s a bet, dear,” I said, and we walked 
off the field arm-in-arm. 

That night on the campus one of the cheer- 
leaders made up a yell incorporating my bat- 
tle-cry, and it’s been in use at State ever 
since. From that day on Pep and Touch- 
down have been the best of friends, and next 
year when we're married, Touchdown’s go- 
ing to be best man with all of State’s cham- 
pionship backfield players acting as ushers. 


Pee “NINE women and one man indorse everything Jesse Bell Wood- 
side said in August Smart Ser in his article, “If My Wife Had Only 


Loved Me.” 


These hundred letters make the most amazing collection ever 
written, and they constitute a severe indictment of marriages without love. 
They are so unusual and so significant of the fact that love counts above all 
else that SMaxt Ser will print a number of them in the November issue. 
Don't miss them. 
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WRITE FOR BIG FREE CATALOGUE! 


STERTIN GéwaresCO. 
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SuHeet Music 


SAY “CENTURY” and get the best 
Certified Music. It's lic (20c in Can- 
ada). Most teachers use it. Parents ap- 
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the best. Get free catalog of 2500 se- 
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Century Music Publishing Co 
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BUCHSTEIN’S FIBRE LIMB 


New York City 

is soothing to your stump—strong, 
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Send for catalog today. 


Also fibre arms and 
races for all deformities 
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Theatre 


DRAMA—OPERA—PHOTOPLAY 
STAGE DANCING COLLEGE 
ART AND SCIENCE OF SINGING. 


Play production. Students afforded 
Brody N srances and experience with 
Ser John t Alviene Art Theatre 


Martin-Harvey 
J. J. Shuhert 
Marguerte Clare 
Rese Cogrian 


(state study desired) to 


Secretary, 66 W. SSth St., ¥. Ex- 
tension 25. 


| nearby had consented to go with me. 


| floor 


My Battle with Bootleg Booze 


[Continued from page 25] 


temporary total eclipse of the intelligence and 
yet permits a man to walk and talk cogently 
enough, and perhaps even commit a murder 
or two without knowing it! 

For years, each February, I have launched 
a more or less mild alcoholic attack upon 
my constitution. I was born in February 
and many years ago some star-gazer told 
me February people were inclined to spin 
from their base a bit during the twenty- 
eight days of their natal month. So, for a 


| long, long time, whenever the second month 
|of the new year rolls around, I have an- 


nounced gaily to my editors and my bosom 
companions and to all and sundry: 
“Whoops! the February fog is upon me. 


|I am going to get drunk and stay drunk 
until March first.” 


WELL. formerly “getting drunk and 
staying drunk” meant that I drank 
twelve instead of half a dozen high-balls at 
a poker session; stayed out an hour or two 
later each evening; and perhaps wasted a 
few hundred dollars on various pleasures. 
But my work never suffered. Everybody 
took the annual jag as a joke, just as I did. 

It was a harmless sort of joke to me also 
until February, 1926. Then I went out on 
a real bat! I took to wearing my tux two 
nights in succession without even going home 
to freshen up. I took to accepting whatever 
liquid refreshment was offered, whether it 
passed tonsil inspection or not. 

The only person who noticed the different 
quality of my ‘26 uproar was a wise actor 
friend of mine, who shook a monitory fore- 
finger in his apartment at the Ritz in New 
York and said: “If you're out to paint the 
town, stick to red liquor or white gin or 
brown beer but don’t mix your colors.” 

I didn’t take his advice. I mixed ‘em. The 
result was a beautiful broil with the presi- 
dent of a company for which I'd contracted 
to write some profitable advertising. I blew 
into his mansion, just around the corner from 
Andrew Carnegie’s old home in the Fifth 
avenue section of New York. A lady of 
brains, beauty and judgment who lived 
The 
drawing-room was filled with men of wealth. 

The host gave me a large tumbler of cham- 
pagne, probably brewed in the Bronx. 
Thereafter I have absolutely no recollection 
of what happened. The lady who accom- 
panied me to the party motored to my apart- 
ment next day and gave me a full report 


| that sent me into a debauch of melancholy. 


It seems all I had done after consuming 
the goblet of champagne was to ask for the 
Then I had marshalled my troupe of 
trained adjectives and described vividly the 


| sins and dissipations of the rich. Further, I 
| had told what I knew about some of the 


wealthy gentlemen present and denounced 
the methods by which they had climbed the 
industrial ladder. I concluded by advising 
my host not to permit his wife to obtain 
a divorce although she was abroad for the 
purpose and not to marry the young woman 
he was tentatively engaged to wed! I was 
told that I called her a “muley cow.” 
Wow! It was sad! Sadder because what 
I’d said was all so true! What is more dev- 
astating under certain circumstances than 
the truth? Needless to say, I lost my ad- 
vertising contract and, despite the most hum- 
ble letters of apology, my former friend still 


| deliberately 


envisions an apparently sane, sober person 
uttering words that wounded, 
scalded and singed. 

This incident sobered me. I snapped out 
of the alcoholic anesthesia until this last Feb- 
ruary, February of 1927. Then, as it 
chanced, I was invited out on a party on 
ithe evening of January thirty-first. One 
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or two young women who were going into 
a projected musical comedy livened the 
evening. One of them also had been born 
in February and when she learned that it 
was my birth month, she exclaimed, her 
black eyes burning like coals: 

“An evil fate hangs over you, my friend, 
for you were born in February, and Feb- 
ruary is but five minutes away.” 

Well, February was only five minutes 
away, but I was away for three months! I 
started on a jag, then and there. And what 
a jag! 

Now, looking back some months later in 
sober survey, there are absolutely no re- 
grets for the money and the time wasted. 
But there is regret for certain things that 
happened; and there is in me,,I believe, an 
unbreakable resolve to drink hereafter by 
the pint and not by the gallon. 

For again, the curious concoctions the 
bootleggers are feeding us these days caused 
a disassociated personality to rise in place of 
the person I faced in the mirror each day. 
I shall attempt to shorten a long story by a 
few sketchy silhouettes and to explain why 
I am determined to follow the motto over 
Apollo’s tomb at Delphi: “Know thyself. 
Nothing to excess.” 

All my life, from earliest memories of my 
lovely mother, I have worshipped women. 
To me, they are delicate, perpetual re- 
minders that there is gallantry in us all. When 
I am with them, guitars are always strum- 
ming under a full moon. 

So, in the early weeks of my jag, when 
a lady of means wrote that she was giving 
a house party at a Southern resort and had 
seven or eleven or twenty-one bachelor 
suites (I forget which) to spare and asked 
me to come prepared to remain a month and 
bring at least one bachelor friend I wired 
acceptance. 

“You may scribble to your heart’s con- 
tent,” she wrote, “and I shall place a guard 
at your door to see no one disturbs you.” 

The night before I was to leave for the 
South, a delightful young woman consented 
to join me in a tour of the cabarets and 
night clubs in New York. We had a gor- 
geous time from Harlem to Happyland. She 
was as sparkling as burgundy. Her hair 
was tawny gold. The dull verities of life 
were pushed into the background by her 
very presence. I remember taking her into 
Roger Wolfe Kahn’s place on West Fifty- 
seventh street for a bit of dancing. Then— 

At noon next day the colored porter 
announced a lady. 

I bade Joe show the visitor in. A tall 
brunette, with sloe-black, sympathetic eyes 
came into the flat. She had a great pack- 
age, evidently groceries, for a box of eggs 
coffee and cream showed from its bulging 
covers. She placed a long, slim hand on my 
brow and murmured: “Do you feel better 
now ?” 


HE was an utter stranger to me so as I 
\J climbed into a bathrobe I managed to 
stammer: 

“Who on earth are you, dear? Haven't 
you mistaken the apartment and the name? 

“Oh, no,” she cooed, with that curious 
throaty modulation one notices in maternal 
women whether they are seventeen or 
seventy. “Don’t you remember at the Per- 
roquet de Paris at four o'clock this morn 
ing, you told that red-headed girl to go 
home and get some sleep? You said dark 
haired girls were always more faithful to 
their pledges and you asked me to take car 
of you. You took the red-headed girl hom: 
and came back in half an hour. I drov: 
vou here, went to my hotel and promised to 
be back at noon to breakfast with you and 
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then take you to the Florida Express.” the effect of modern booze upon the brain: | 

Well, I lied like a gentleman. I pretended First, a friend gave a cocktail party one 
to recall everything, but the whole episode afternoon. At six o'clock the following 
was a total blank. However, we break- morning, I now learn, I insisted upon tuck- 
fasted. I called up the bachelor friend who ing her, fully-clothed even to a sealskin coat, 
was to go South with me and told him to be into bed. I folded her police dog puppy 
sure and hold the train if I happened to be beside her and went home. 

a bit late. Second, a night club hostess, at nine o'clock 

My unknown protectress was so delight- one morning drove me out of town in her 
ful a companion that it was within forty- car for the purpose of consolidating with 
five minutes of train time before we realized me for life. Then, almost at the door of 
it. Then she helped me hurl some things the justice of the peace, we both decided | 
into my suit cases. I was so concerned marriage was pale, vapid and dull and | 
with stowing away a case of Scotch that we wouldn’t risk our friendship by attempt- 
had arrived during breakfast, a welcome bon ing it! 
voyage memento from a shipping man of Third, crossing the plaza at Fifty-ninth 
my acquaintance, that I forgot my dress street and Fifth avenue one evening on the 
studs and a dozen other indispensables for way to my apartment to “change for the 

a Southern house party. worse” from business to dinner clothes, I no- 

ticed the fat cop on the corner ignoring the 

HE loyal companion of the evening be- green up-and-down lights and holding up 
fore urged the taxi man forward and traffic to permit free crossing to a beautiful 

my friend and I caught the train. young woman attached to a not so attrac- 

There was a car, a forbidding looking tive Pekinese. I rushed forward like a school- 
chauffeur and footman at the station. They boy, seized her arm and exclaimed: “Darling, | 
drove us to “Seven Casements” which proved wasn’t it in London that we met last?” 
to be a gorgeous “cottage!” It was late Realizing my condition she replied, sweetly 
enough for the other house guests to be up and in perfect English accent: “Yes, you 
and stirring. They welcomed us to the dry silly boy, at the Embassy Club.” 

Southland with cocktails served in stirrup 
cups! O WE dined at a hotel, concluded the 

Then began a marvellous fortnight. The evening at the Villa Venice and she tells 
other guests had been keeping fairly sober me I was a “perfect gentleman” throughout. 
until our arrival. Have you noticed what a But I haven’t the slightest recollection of 
curious effect a man with a happy hang- any part of the incident! 
over has upon a household? These people In March I tossed some $1,100 before 
had been riding, golfing, playing polo, at- the shrine of Bacchus. The scrawled checks 
tending the races, turning in at midnight are before me as I write. 
after a round of bridge. But we demoral- It isn’t this, though, that worries me. It’s 
ized the party. All the underground desires, the curious failure of modern booze to act 
the concealed subway sensibilities of the upon me as the good old liquor used to. 
other guests came to the surface. Every- What sort of drug is the present day boot- | 
body developed a great desire not to go to legger feeding us that permits a man to go 
bed. Life there was a continuous vaude- out for a day or a week, walking and talk- 
ville show. ing, apparently perfectly logical, perfectly re- 

The first evening, or rather at four o’clock sponsible for his actions and yet be totally 
the following morning, we put the lov- unconscious next day or next week of what 
able, understanding old-young lady who has happened? 
was chaperoning the party to bed. At ten- I haven't the slightest ‘idea! 
thirty grooms brought horses around and I So, because battle-axe booze has robbed 
was inveigled into mounting one for a ride me of the repose and the logical order that 
back into the scrub palms. Fortunately the has been mine for thirty-five years, I have 
horse wore blinkers! made a resolution not to yield to the fetish 

We rode endlessly and all in one direc- of uniformity, not to become a teetotaler; 
tion. About four thousand miles it seemed but to moderate my drinking, to go off on 
to me! I slid up and down like a trom- no more long, jovial jags, because, under 
bone. Finally we, the horse and I, dropped modern conditions, long jags can no longer 
a few paces behind the wild young riders be jovial. 
and the one hearty gentleman guest beside There is something in me booze can’t buy, 
myself who had been able to walk to a horse, but booze will destroy this something if I 
and my mount and I held a rump conversa- give booze a chance. 
tion. I solemnly proposed, and the horse And I don’t again intend to give it that 
didn’t disagree, that we linger at the road- opportunity. 
side and search for violets. Instead, the If your experiences have been similar to 
horse ate grass and I slept for half an hour. mine, lads and lassies who love liquor, do 
Then I rolled into the saddle, still half asleep, likewise, for you are my buddies! 
and the wise old animal walked home. ; 

So it went for two weeks. We taught I DON’T want to pose as a deodorized 
Aunt Jemima, our dark emancipated goddess sinner. Lord knows, a glass of good liquor 
of the culinary department, to shake up New js still as fragrant to my nostrils as ever. 
Orleans gin fizzes for breakfast. She gen- But, batting around the country, dipping 
erally sampled each drink and the way she jnto parties, from impromptu smoking com- 
wabbled and laughed at herself until her partment affairs to Park avenue tea par- 
iat sides shook was a sight for the gods. ties, where every form of liquid refresh- 

ment is served, except tea, I have observed | 

WE: DRANK rye, Scotch, bourbon, real the increasingly dangerous effects of exces- | 
champagne, cocktails, applejack and sive indulgence in fresh-distilled new booze. | 
white mule, but there was something in the These concoctions are new in every sense | 
atmosphere and the surroundings that kept of the word. Only a few of the large boot- 
me alive. I played golf walking in my sleep legging syndicates employ chemists of dis- 
and played a better game than I'd ever tinction who know the art of cutting and 
dreamed of even in my sleep! blending alcohol into pleasing, comparatively 

Instead of resting my head upon the soft pure gin and whiskey. For one good chem- 
down of a sanitarium pillow, I came back ist so employed there are a dozen amateurs 
to New York. February had passed and, mixing various concoctions in cellars and 
presumably, I was to resume normalcy. But back rooms. And, with ready sales and 
| didn’t! The weather was rotten and I quick profits, even honest bootleggers are 
ielt worse. So the accustomed February sometimes tempted to disobey the dictates 
iog became a March miasma! of conscience. 

Three times during March, as I knit up So, it seems to me, my experience holds 
the story now, came incidents that indicate a bit of a moral for those who were moderate 
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drinkers before prohibition and now find 
themselves inclined to empty every bottle 


placed before them. I don’t mind confess- 
ing I gave thoughtful and compassionate 
attention to testimony in a recent brutal and 


| notorious murder trial in New York. The 
defendant swore that excessive indulgence 
in bootleg booze weakened his will and 


lheld fifty 


| ladies would pass upon it. 


robbed him of the moral fiber necessary to 


say no when his confederate, a woman, in- 
sisted: 

“My husband must be killed and you must 
help me kill him.” 

I believe, truly, I could have committed 
a crime during this recent spree and been 


totally unaware of it. Hence my resolve 
to drink less and more merrily in the 
future. 


\ J HAT makes most girls come to a big city? Do they come to study, to work 


or to play? 
looking for trouble! 
City” 


Well, there is one girl at least who admits that she came 
Did she find it? Wait till you read “Alone in a Great 
in November Smart Set and you'll see if she did. 


I Get a Dollar a Loaf 
for My Bread 


[Continued from page 37] 


so good I wanted to eat it all up myself. 

However, I resisted temptation and carried 
my chicken pie, next day, to the Woman’s 
Exchange. I was told that a committee of 
I waited outside 
while the ladies sat down and devoured my 
pie. They liked it very much, and they 
told me that I could make a dozen chicken 
pies, just like that one, and send them in 
“on consignment,” which meant on chance. 
I must take the risk of having them left 
over to spoil. 

It was a matter of business judgment with 
I thought it over and resolved to take 


me. 
the chance. Next day I sent my dozen pies 
to the Exchange. They sold before noon. 


That was my first business transaction with 
the Exchange. And, though it was only the 
beginning of what was destined to be an 
enormous business for me, it really gave 
me more satisfaction than anything else I 
ever did. 


N A short time I was so busy making 

chicken pies that I had to install a baker’s 
range in my kitchen with an oven which 
pies at once. My first Thanks- 
giving, I filled orders for four hundred 
pumpkin pies, two hundred and twenty- 
five mince pies and I don’t remember how 
many individual chicken pies. My check 
that month from the Exchange was one 
thousand four hundred dollars, of which I 
counted fifty percent or seven hundred dol- 
lars clear profit. 

From the first I bought the very best of 
everything even when I purchased my goods 
at retail, the most expensive way—so many 
bottles of milk, so much cream, so many 
pounds of the finest butter and eggs that 
must be like Caesar’s wife, above suspicion. 
All the same I made money, and I believe 
that what I did in my girlish ignorance of 
other and more complex methods was good 
policy. 

But all the while I was making pies I was 


unhappy. There was something about it 
that was superficial, I did not feel that 
|my pies were doing anybody any perma- 
}nent good. They were eaten and that was 
ill, unless people ate too freely of them; 
hen they got sick. There was nothing 
dependable in them. They were not the 
taff of life 

One day I sat down to commune with 
myself: “Fannie Marquis,” I said, “I want 


you to do something that will put your 
name on the map!” 

And I knew it would have to come out 
of a cook-stove. At that time in addition 
to my pie-making I was acting as stenog- 
rapher for the Cathedral Committee of St. 
John the Divine. I had to absorb more 
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or less of the ecclesiastical spirit. One day. 
on my way back to my apartment, the 
words “The staff of life” fairly sang them- 
selves to me! 

Now a woman can not step out into the 
kitchen and say: “Behold here is the flour; 
and there the oven. Bake something that shall 
be the staff of life. Let a loaf come forth!” 

No, the process is far slower. I began 
my real bread-making, as .I1 told you by 
making English muffins. But I was not 
satisfied with them. I remembered how my 
father and my brother had both had indi- 
gestion and how they had suffered in body 
and in mind. And I determined to formu- 
late a bread that would build up the body. 
A nerve-bread I might call it. 

I began my serious adventure by making 
a small loaf of something that looked like 
whole wheat bread. I sold it through the 
Exchange. I never had much patience selling 
directly to my neighbors. I had no shop and 
to sell a loaf of bread to a neighbor I had 
to answer the door bell, wrap the loaf, 
make change and talk. I wasted five dollars’ 
worth of time with each loaf I sold under 
such conditions. 

And, still, the loaf wasn’t satisfactory. 
I, finally, went back to my first dream 
which was that of making a loaf which 
should be a balanced ration. 

Now what is a balanced ration? Just 
exactly what do you mean when you speak 
of one? I asked myself this question and 
I asked it of many famous dietitians, among 
them Dr. Royal S. Copeland. After long 
discussion I decided as a darky in my 
employ expressed it: “If yo’ eat ‘nuff of it 
yo’ doan need to eat nothin’ mo’.” I wanted 
to make a bread so complete that, if you 
ate enough of it, you didn’t need to eat 
anything more. 


T MUST be so perfect that those who ate 

it would feel satisfied and be satisfied. 
They must feel as if they had eaten the 1,340 
calories, more or less, necessary to flesh or 
unflesh their bones. They must have suffi- 
cient vitamin A to feed the brain, vitamin 
B to feed the nerves, vitamin C to keep the 
muscles firm, and it must contain other vita- 
mins to do any odd jobs required of them 
I wanted my bread to be of the sort that 
would revive the gentle art of digestion and 
make the stomach and its near neighbors 
the best of friends so I set to work, and | 
worked, and I worked until I got what I 
think is a perfectly balanced loaf. 

The ingredients of my loaf can be found 
in every land, in all cities and in most gro- 
ceries. I use fruits and vegetables, nuts 
and grain and eggs. I have no hard and fast 
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— alone out o 


uarantee 


1.00 with your order. 
animals, holiday snapshots, or for one or more 
group pictures: Send as many pictures as you like. 

turn your original photos. bHoTos ow! 


FREE! to introduce these # largemente, we will in- 
clude an ored miniature re- 
production of photo caer is miniature ‘alone is easily worth the 


price of enlargement QuicK: 
CO. 16520gdenAve., Dept. Chicago 
Developed and Printed. 
a Fast service—Trial offer, 


_ 6 prints any size or 6 expo- 
LMS sure roll developed and 
M printed tor 20c. Acme Foto 
Service, 1217 W. Monroe St., Dept. 33 Chicago, Ill. 
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Don’t be handicapped in busi- 
ness and social life. The Eisen 
Brace, worn at night, permanently 
corrects Bow-Legs and Knock- 


nees. No pain. Age no ob- ‘ 
stacle. uick results. 
Designed by an ge house with 
86 years’experience sed by lead- 


ing doctors and hospitals. Enthusies. 7 
Geers everywhere. Be straight- 
limbed like others. 


Don't hesitate. Don't sgolaz a minute, Write at once 4 
or our free booklet J No obligation 
1LLIAM M. ets 
' Eighth Avenue, New York City, 


THE IRRESISTIBLE PERFUME DESIR D'AMOUR 


“LOVE’S DESIRE” 


This mysteriously alluring perfume 
attracts and fascinates. Rich and poor, 
proud and humble alike fully appre- 
ciate its charm and gentle magic. 
Poignant, sweet and lingering as one's 
first kiss. Lends the charm you need to 
be happy in love and social affairs. In 
crystal vial $2.75 and postage. Pay 
when delivered. Lasts for many 


months. Instructions included. Piain wrapper. 
MAGNUS WORKS, Box 12,Varick Sta., New York, Desk SMS-10 


GROW TALLER 


Science has found the way to add 
inches to your height. No need to 
envy and look up to the big fel- 
lows. No need to have the disad- 
vantages of the little man. This 
course makes it possible for you to 
be on a level with your fellow men. 
Course is easy. inexpensive and re- 
sults sure. Mail coupon for free 
information today! 


L. GLOVER, 
Dept. A-6, 70 Bulkley Ave. 
Sausalito, Calif. 


Without any obligation to me, 


send me full information on how 
to grow taller. 
Street 


| rule 
4 |I do work by weight and measure. 


A balanced ration must vary. But 
I time 
things and I never let Lady Luck rule my 
baking. I get my fat from the whole olive 
|as the record of my bread in the patent 
| office will show. My patent which is num- 
| ber 1,279,390 reads in part as follows, if 
[technical language interests you: 

“I claim among other things: 

“A cooked food loaf containing olives 
commingled and cooked with the other in- 
gredients of the loaf.” 

One specific formula from which a cooked 
| product may be prepared in accordance 
with the invention is as follows: 8 ounces of 
lean meat, 4 ounces of nuts, 4 ounces of 
corn meal, 2 ounces of ripe olives, 2 ounces 
of dried fruits, half ounce grated chocolate, 
2 ounces of molasses, 1 egg, 1 tablespoon of 
baking powder, 6 ounces of water or milk. 


spective proportions are given only by 
way of example. My patent allows me many 
variations and, as a matter of fact, I use 
no sweetening at all in my loaf. 

At first I very timidly sold my loaf to a 
few chosen friends. Now it is for sale in 
| most of the health shops and many of the 
| big groceries. It is used in hospitals ; and 
| Public School 41, New York City, is experi- 
| menting very successfully with it in the 
| open air classes. Of course I make a special 
rate to schools and hospitals. I ask only 
a cent a slice, but that is my way of con- 
tributing to the good of the world. 

I wrap my loaf in a special paper; 
then I place it in a box, especially designed ; 
and, finally, I seal it. This means that it 
will keep indefinitely, until the box is 
opened. My artistic sister designed the box 
for me; and I have it made in large quanti- 
| ties. It costs good money, but what do I 
| care? I am after perfection. 

My bread travels long distances. I send 
it by parcel post to a big shop in Phila- 
delphia which handles it for me. And I 
send it to Austin, Texas; Birmingham, Ala- 
bama; to Seattle; and to Augusta, Maine. 
I mention these places specially because they 
come within the famous southern hot-bread 
territory and within the scope of the New 
| England bread-maker. 

I began by selling my loaf of wheat 
rf for twelve cents. It netted me six 
cents. Now I sell every loaf for a dollar 
and I bake two hundred loaves a day. 
|“Ah!” says someone, “At that rate you 

| clear one hundred dollars a day!” And to} 
this I can reply: “No indeed, for my present 
| kitchen costs money to operate.” 

I have fitted it out as a miniature labor- 
atory. I have a tall gas range set in motion 
by an electric motor that holds exactly 
one hundred and twenty-three loaves at a 
baking. The Consolidated Gas Company 
of New York designed it for me. In addi- 
tion to the oven I have a big scales, a giant 
mixing bowl and an electric stirring ma- 
chine. Now I buy by the wholesale and I 
keep my supplies in a room adjoining my 
baking room, so that my fruits and nuts 
do not deteriorate from the heat. 


OW, dear woman 
peruse this, please don’t get the idea 


|are apt to succeed. 


| 


|that I have done anything more than you, 
| yourself, can do. 


I have only used my 
| brains and the materials at hand. And you 
can do the same. But you must strive, as I 
did for perfection. 
And, 


reader who may) 


And if you strive you | 
if you succeed, | 


IHE specific ingredients in the above re- | 


| 


you will become rich and famous for that | 
good old assurance is as good now as it was | 


the day it was uttered: 

“If you preach a better sermon, write a 
better book, or make a better mousetrap 
than your neighbor” (or bake a better loaf 
of bread) “though you build your house in 
the woods, the world will make a beaten | 
track to your door.” ‘ 
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This is but one of a 
many buildi: 
esigned by Beck. ie 
ches and” publi 
churches an 
buildings. 


Learned Drafting 
at Home! 


Beck answered my advertisement and got my free 
book on Draftsmanship. That’s what I want you 
to do now. Beck was then a helper making $ es boa 
week, but he took my simple, easily unde: 
and quickly learned course in drafting at 1 
pe megge iving up his job. You can do the same 
ll you? “‘I often look back to the time, I 
our advertisement,’’ writes Beck, “‘and 
w I could take up your course as I was 
not able to save enough out of $12.00a week to make 
the first payment. But I finally didit andit was the 
best money I ever spent in my life. Thanks to your 
training ion not ‘de to tackle any work along 
ing lines and can read master 
architect’s plans ad 


yo Book on Draftin 
Write For It 


we you write for my free 
k today? Get it and read 
it over. Then make up your 
mind whether you want to 
my course in 
while you continue to ho! 
down the job you’ve got now. 
Use spare time only. Write 
today for‘* Successful Drafta- 
manship.”’ I will mail it free. 


Dobe Easy 


“If it wasn’t for you and the training you 
gave me, Mr. Dobe,I wouldn’t be making 


$8000.00 


a YEAR NOW” 


Drafting 


1951 Lawrence Ave., Div. 20-67, Chicago 


INTERIOR 
DECORATING 
at Home 
QUICK, EASY Xow, No spe- 
needed. Practical Course prepared by expert decora- 


tors quickly qualifies you. Learn at home in spare 
time. Progress is surprisingly rapid. Every step 
de. 


clear and simple to follow. Decorate your own home—start a profit- 
able business or get we 7- — Boece for others in full or spare time. 
Earnings up pecial offer to new students. Get our 


$20 
FREE STRATED 1 Book” Write at once to 


National School of Interior Decoration 
Dept. 1010 119 West 57th Street New York City 


HOW TO OBTAIN 


BEAUTIFULLY SHAPED LIPS! 


M Trilety’s new lipshaper, 
together with its thick lip as- 
tringent lotion, will now reduce 
protruding, prominent, thick, un- 
shapely lips to normal and thus 
improve your facial features 100 
per cent My new appliance is 
omfortable, easy to adjust, and 
is worn at night. It will also pro- 
mote correct breathing and etmi- 
nate the harmful and annoying 
habit of snoring 

Write for full information, testi- 
monials, etc., without any obliga- 
tion on your part 


M. Trilety, Dept. 192 S P, Binghamton, N.Y. 
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O= WATCH*»o RING 
JEWELED MVMT. GUAR. IO YRS 
inty watch—platinum effect, with ribbon bracelet and fancy clasp, q 
jeweied movement guar. 16 years. Yours for introducing finest | , 
assorted liquid perfume at lic bottle. A vatuabte Silverware 
Certificate FREE with each bottle. Send for 20 bottles and easy * 
plas to get this watch aod Ring FREE. We trust you. Write today to | 
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Quickly and Easily 

This is Harry's first call upon Alice. Looking at Alice, it 
is easy to understand why he is eager to impress her favor- 
ably. And he bas done so already, without a word, by hie 
ability to play beautifully. With the amazingly easy method 
and under the personal guidance of the expert instructors 
of the National Academy of Music, he has acquired this 
fine accomplishment—opened many doors to him and made 
many worthwhile friends. 


Music—The Open Door to Social Success 


You can easily do the same. If you would enjoy the satis- 
faction, social popularity, or the many highly-paid money- 
making opportunities that music offers, this great School 
will make all these things come true. In your spare time, 
right in your own home, and in a few short months you can 
beeome an accomplished musician. You willbe surprised and 
delighted that music can be made 80 easy and interesting. 


Thousands of Happy, Successful Students 

This is our 25th big, successful year. Over 200,000 happy 
and satisfied students. Our methods endorsed and recom- 
mended by musicians and teachers everywhere. Prices very 
low and a full year to pay. Famous courses in Piano, 
Violin, Trumpet, Voice, Banjo, Tenor Banjo, Spanish 
Guitar, Hawaiian Guitar, Organ, Mandolin. 


Send for This Beautiful 
New Book — FREE 


It will tell you all about this 
great School and give you many 
stories of musical success that 
you can easily duplicate. Tell us 
the instrument you wish to mas- 
ter and write TODAY 

NATIONAL ACADEMY OF MUSIC 

Study School of Music 

Dept. 4 2 East 41st Street, Chicago 


LATEST STYLE WRIST WATCH 
Direct from. actor 


ome 


WELEO 

MOVEMENT or White Gold Finish 
This fully dainty Watch cannot be manufactured 
i» America for less than $12 Beau tifully engraved case and ots 
Send No Money. Paz on $3. 99 plus postene ‘ederai,” 
U. S. Swiss Agents, 61 Broadway, New York City, Dept t 38 


NOJOKE TOBE DEAF 


~ivery Deaf Person Knows That 
fee“ deaf for 25 years, 


I make myself 
with “these 
we 


ises and 


and’ 


BUNIONS 22 


Clip This and Prove It FREE! 


The pedodyne solvent treatment is a boon to those whose 
bunion joints cause constant foot trouble and an ugly bulge 
to the shoes. Pain stops almost instantly; actual reduc- 
tion of enlarged parts begins within a few days. Your 
next pair of shoes can a size smaller — often two sizes 
smaller. Prove it free. Send coupon today and the full treat- 
ment guaranteed to bring complete results may be yours to try. 


AY LABORATORIES, Dept. 180 N. Wacker Dr., C 


Please for me te try your jodyne 


| Address. 


GONE IN | 


| unsuited to each other. 


But not one of them could rouse her love. 
She was beginning to fear that love was not 
for her, that she would have to resign her- 
self to going without it. 

Circumstance, however, decreed otherwise. 
She met him, at a theater party. He was 
sitting next to her. One or two glances 
were sufficient. That intangible, subtle, in- 
definable something flashed between them. 
It was love at first sight on her part! 

The girl simply went mad about the 
man. She got so she couldn’t eat, she had 
torturing nights with scarcely more than an 
hour or two of sleep. Within two months 


|she had lost twelve pounds and had become 


a nervous wreck. 

Now here is a man’s side of the problem 
of marrying the girl you love. Mr. N—— 
Says: 


LOOKED around several years before I 

finally made up my mind. I was pretty 
particular too, I can tell you. The least 
little thing a girl did made her ineligible as 
far as a wife for me was concerned. Once 
a young lady I had been taking out for 
several months forgot my birthday. That 
finished it. Another time a girl displayed 
poor table manners. That put her out of 
the running. 

“Then I met her and when I did, I fell 
like a ton of lead. 

“Now that I look back upon it, after 
the curtain has rung down on the tragedy, 
so to speak, it is unbelievable that I could 
have made such a fool of myself. The 
woman I finally proposed to and married 
possessed all the faults I so severely criti- 
cized in all the other girls put together! 

“But marriage killed everything. I woke 
up. I passed out of that demented roman- 


| tic haze into the daylight where black looks 
| black and white 


looks white. My mind 
began to function properly again. I began 
to see clearly and to reason once more. 

“We both agreed that we were entirely 
By mutual consent 
she started for Paris and went through the 
necessary rigmarole. Now I not only pay 
alimony but I’m so gun-shy I’m afraid I'll 
never trust my emotions again.” 

Not infrequently thwarted love leads to 
a desperate state of mind. For instance I 
have had two cases of attempted suicide on 
the part of men in love. 

One was a salesman who thought his 
beloved did not respond while in reality 
she was only teasing. 

The other was a man approaching sixty. 
His ardent courtship was hopeless. The 
girl loved somebody else. 

Not long ago I talked with a society girl 
who had eloped. I knew that during her 
debutante days she had squeezed every pos- 
sible drop of romance out of her experiences 
and I expressed surprise that she should 
have committed so prosaic an act as a 
runaway marriage. 

“It seems to me you were not quite up 
to form,” I said. “Sneaking off to 
married in Atlantic City is rather a stale 
performance these days. And why settle 
down at twenty? I thought you were so 
keen about thrills?” 

“JT am the one to be surprised,” she said. 
“Don’t you know there are advantages in 
being a married woman? It looked like 
a good idea to have a husband so I got one 
with as little fuss as possible.” 

To be sure all you women are not like 
that. The old-fashioned variety, that one 
might call the sensible woman, can still be 
found. She is the one who knows that 
marriage is not all milk and honey. She 
realizes that romantic love cannot last for- 
ever. When she marries she is willing to 


f Don’t Marry the Man You Love 


[Continued from page 31] 


stick to her husband and play the game 
fairly and squarely no matter what happens. 

But this other type of girl who sets out 
to make romance last at any price is the 
acme of selfishness. She is, in effect, an 
abnormal woman. 

Her insatiable appetite for romantic love 
actually prompts her to betray what should 
be the most sacred relationship of her entire 
existence ! 

I met a woman once who claimed that 
romance is a kind of disguise on the part 
of nature to beguile innocents into fulfilling 
her inexorable demands to perpetuate the 
human species! 

Romance does make people marry! It 
blinds them! It obsesses them! It deludes 
them! 

Take the two cases I mentioned in the 
beginning—the one of the girl who fell in 
love at first sight and that of the salesman 
who came near taking his own life. 

This is what happened to the girl: 

Toward the end of her sanitarium resi- 
dence, when her acute symptoms had disap- 
peared, she managed to communicate with 
her sweetheart and her appealing letters 
quickly brought him to her. 

It was a beautiful place, in the moun- 
tains, the sort of atmosphere best suited for 
lovers. One forgot the practical, sordid 
things of the world. One did not think; 
one only felt! Romance got the better of 
them and the village parson performed the 


ceremony. 
A year later a son was born. 
The mother, naturally, gave the child 


most of her attention. She had to. But 
this did not suit hubby. He complained 
about being neglected. He became cross 
and irritable. He began to come late for 
his meals or to stay out with his friends. 

The young mother stood it for about 
eighteen months and then she fled to her 
parents. Mr. Husband consulted a lawyer 
and the affair’ ended as usual in the divorce 
court. 

The salesman’s romance fared no better. 

Now I don’t want to leave the impression 
that I do not believe in marriage, for not 
only do I believe that marriage can spell 
happiness—I strongly advocate it! 

What I decry is not marriage as an in- 
stitution but the romantic love that deceives 
and leads to marriage. 

Marry by all means! But first get over 
your attack of love sickness! 

Take this couple by way of illustration. 

Miss X fell madly in love at least 
three times. Each time she wanted to ac- 
cept her lover’s proposal. 


HE came to me as a friend rather than a 
medical advisor. Each of the three times 
I told her to wait. 

“Tl never marry if I go on at this rate,” 
she complained one day. ‘When I get over 
a love affair the man doesn’t interest me 
any more.” 

“That's my position exactly,” I answered. 
“Isn’t it better to realize all this before mar- 
riage rather than after when it is too late?” 

That was my contention. And it proved 
sound doctrine in the end. 

The young lady in question finally did 
marry the third man that presented himself. 

She waited a year, however. She waited 
long enough to get over her fit of romantic 
love. 

Ten years have passed. They have a 
home now they built themselves. Four chil- 
dren romp about the place. The husband 
and wife are as devoted and happy a pair 
as I have ever had the pleasure of meeting. 

Romantic love is a beautiful, ecstatic and 
highly desirable state that you cannot afford 
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HOW THE 
CRYSTAL DIA- 
MOND LOOKS 


IN A 
BEAUTIFUL 
MOUNTING 


To Help Cover Cost of Handling and 
We Will Send You a Full 
Cut One Carat 


“CRYSTAL DIAMOND” 


Nothing More to Pay 


Nothing to Sell—Nothing to Buy—No Red 
Tape Attached to This Offer. We want 
thousands of new owners and boosters of 
CRYSTAL DIAMONDS and we will distribute 
these gems FREE to Smart Set Readers 


CRYSTAL DIAMONDS are full 24 facet cut 
and are of such radiant beauty that even experts 
are astonished at their likeness to the genuine. 
WE ARE MAKING this unusual offer only to 
get CRYSTAL DIAMONDS into the hands of 
appreciative friends. SLIP your name and 
address with 10c in stamps or coin (to cover cost 
of handling) in an envelope and get it right off 
tous. Your CRYSTAL DIAMOND will reach 
you by return mail fully prepaid. 


If you want one for a friend also, enclose 10c 
extra—only two to the same address. 


CRYSTAL DIAMOND COMPANY 
Dept. T, 243 E. 35th St., New York 


AMAZING 
New Corset 


insures Boyish Form 
DEMONSTRATORS 
EARN $60 WEEKLY 


At last any woman can display 
Youth's grace and beauty of 
form. Amazing new corset, 
stylish and comfortable, is sen 
sation everywhere. Demonstra- 
tors earn $3.00 to $5.00 an 
hour spare time. No matter 
what your experience you can 
make big earnings Demon 
stration corset given. Write 
for amazing offer, and FREE 
demonstration outfit. Start 
earning at once. Quickly es- 
tablish your own wonderful 
permanent business. Write 
today 

GRECIAN HEALTH CORSET CO. 


63 E. Randolph, Dept. V-10, Chicago, Ill. 


Shoe Business 


We start you. Innex- 


WEAR 
rienced workers earn 


SERVICE for 


Tanners line of shoes ai.d hosiery 
for Men, Women and Children. We 
tell how and where tosell. Pat- 
ented measurement system in- 
sures perfect fit. Big facilities 
rompt deliveries. You collect your [im 
furnish $40.00 outfit containing 


or" 
““Getting Ahead’’ and full particulars, 
No obligation y now ! 


Tanners Shoe Manufacturing Co. 
510 SouthC Street Boston, Mass. 


et Info 


Without Investment! | 


'to miss, but whether it comes mildly or 
| severely, whether it upsets you a little or is 
so severe that it requires the services of a 
physician, the love enthrallment period is not 
the time for you to marry. 

| Certainly you, anyone, can wait a few 
| months or a year until your reason is again 
| functioning normally. 

| Think of your future with that man or 
|}woman as the case may be. Think how 
| you will feel day in and day out, sitting 
|at the same table, sharing the same meals, 
| occupying the same rooms, sharing all your 


trials and tribulations with that same in- 
| dividual. 
forget the added _ responsibilities 


| Don’t 
that marriage inevitably brings in its wake. 


Don’t forget the duties of marketing, cook- | 


ing, house cleaning, the difficulties with 
| servants, the extra expenses for clothes and 
| furnishings. 

| You won't be as free to come and go 
when you are married. Are you sure you 
are ready to settle down? 

| And remember also the duties that go 
| with the raising of a family. These in many 
| ways are the most important of all. Don't 
brush such matters lightly aside. 

All these responsibilities and restrictions 
|are part of a “labor of love,” a keen and 
| gratifying enjoyment, when your husband or 
wife is the right person. 

But how can you be sure he or she is 
the right person if you plunge into marriage 
when you are in the middle of an attack of 
| romantic love? 
| At such a time you cannot think clearly. 

You are all mixed up. You are unable to 
| figure out what is best for you. 
| Don’t marry the man you love or the 
woman you love while you are in love! 

Wait until you have cooled off. 

Marry the man or woman whom you 
have loved! 

Get the hectic, exaggerated, unreliable ele- 
ment of your romance out of your system. 


more ennobling. Then it will last! 


Puppy Love 


[Continued from page 49] 


“Dear Grandma: It is better this way than 
a life of hopeless suffering. Take good care 
of old Clay and tell him we will never go 
after the cows again.” 
| Dark was coming on. 
|party going fishing nearly stepped on me 
|coming over the roadside. I got up, shook 
| myself like a wet dog and trudged wearily 
home through back alleys. My teacher had 
stopped by to inquire of grandma why I 
| was not at school. 
| The list of the household medicine chest 
| had been increased. I not only got a dose 
|of sulphur and molasses but a dose of what 
grandma called “birch tea” on the bare legs. 
And me already suffering from a stone bruise 
unrequited love! 
| Then there was a lawn party. She was 
there. I took her to her home, a half block 
away. Life was rosy again. 


HERE is a sweet silver-haired lady who 
is Maybelle Small’s mother. She is my 
| mother-in-law now. The other evening be- 
|fore a group of friends she brought forth 
a yellowing note written in a boyishly big 
| scrawl. It read: 

“I love you more than any one in the 
| world and I will work my fingers to the bone 
| for you.” 

| They all laughed especially at that “work- 
|ing my fingers to the bone.” 

I did not laugh. I found there was still 


la blush left. Indeed I was rather proud 


that I had not outgrown my puppy love. 
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| included in the Federal Home Study Course 


Then the love that is left will be finer, purer, | 


| 


Aaron Frank and a. 


$500% 


IN ONE MONTH) 


DRAWING 


conscientious } 
training by members of ‘ 
our faculty enables our 
graduates to earn up to 
$500 in a month The 
present splendid opportu 
nities in the illustrating ; 
fleld have never been ex- /* 
> 
celled. Publishers an 


Careful, 


| 


ecmmercial organizations 
ererywhere are in 
stamt need of artists. If 
you like to draw. let your talent make your 
velop it. 


De- 


fortune. 
It takes practice but so does anytoing worth while 


The Federal Course is a Proven Result Getter 


The Federal Authors include such nationally known 
artists as Neysa McMein. Norman Rockwell, Charles 
Livingston Bull, Clare Briggs, Fontaine Fox, Sidney 
Smith, and fifty others. Exclusive, original lessons and 
drawings especially prepared by these famous artists are 
No previous 
training is needed, Every step is clear and simple. Stu- 
dents get personal instruction and help, originality is 
encouraged and every aid is offered for the achievement 
of final success. 


Free, illustrated catalog on request Shows work of 
students and testimonial letters. Complete outline of 
course with all the details. Just write your name, age. 


occupation and address in the 
margin and send it to us. 


10287 Federal School Bidg., Minneapolis, Minn. 

HTS tested and approved coloring, scientificaily 
develo d, banishes gray, streaked orfaded hair 
oeunaatie in fifteen minutes. Your family or 
closest friend cannot detect its use and people will 
wonder at your youthful appearance. Rap-I-Dol 
brings back the original color, lustre and beauty. 

It is used by the highest class and most exclusive 
hairdressers here and abroad. In Paris, London 
and all other European Capitals Ra -1-Dol is in- 


variably the choice. It is like no “dye’’ or other 
ing and no “dye” or other coloring is 


RAP-I-INOL 


The ‘Master Hair Color ing 


Hair colored with Rap-I-Dol is not affected 
by waving, shampooing, sun-shine, salt water, 
perspiration or any form of hair treatment. 
It is really permanent and keeps its true 
color in all of the eighteen shades. Rap-I- 
Dol is sold and applied by the better class of 
hairdressers throughout the country. Take 
advantage of our free “no obligation” offer 
and we can determine the shade best suited 
to your individuality. 


DEMONSTRATION 


Send no money. Just fill 
out the cou a below and 
we willsend you in plain 
envelope your ‘Personality 
Chart” which will enable 
our expert to select the 
exact shade we shouldsend 
you in your free trial outfit, 


TESTED AND  Rap-/-Dol Distributing Corp. 
“APPROVED: Fulton St.. Newark,N. J, 
Rap-I-Dol Distributing Corp., 
Fulton Street, Newark, N. J. 
Attention Yvonne Rebeaux 
Please send me “Personality Chart.” This places 
me under no obligation. 


8-10-7 
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Big Money for 


Dancers 


$50 to $300 
a Week 


Why don't you go on the 


Stage or in the Movies? 
Ilundreds of big-paying 
positions for dancers. Or 


start a dancing class in 
you own home and earn a 
fine income as a teacher. 
Marion Chambers makes 
$150 a week 
dancing on the 
Broadway stage; Grace Robin- 
star of ‘Artist 
and othes « 
225 a week. 
wre 


carn 
Valodia, 
iy a2 messenger 
hoy is now solo 
d agen 


at a 
week veeney makes $600 
a@ month te: aching in Utica, N. ¥ 
t Veronine Vestotf orld’s fore- 
most ballet master, train YOU, too, 
Professional Dancing. 


No Experience Needed 


Learn at Home 


Wherever you live, Veronine Vestoff’s won 
derful Motion Picture Method of instruc 
tion will teach you Ballet, Classical, 
Eccentric, Greek, Interpretive, Oriental 
and Toe Dancing \ few weeks 


pare time study at home give you pro- 
fessional technique and prepare you for an 
engagement. 


Mail Coupon NOW 
Send at once for Vestoff’s wonderful offer to ambi- 
tious dancers, men and women, anc free hk . 
No obligation. Mail coupon or write TODAY. 


Vestoff Academie de Danse, (Dept. 210) 
100 West 72nd St. ew York, N. Y. 


Vestoff Academie de Danse, (Dept. 210) 
100 West 72nd St., New York, N. Y 

Dear Monsieur Vestoff ey tell me about your 
wopdertul offer to ambitious dancers and how I[ can learn 
at home 
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Beauti 
Ku Your Eyes 


Gives lashes natural upward curve. Eyes look 
larger—bright eyes brighter, soft eyes softer. No 
heat or cosmetics. Apply a gentle pressure an in- 
stant with soft rubber pads. Handles in Apple 
Green, Baby Blue, Lavender, Cherry, Old b 
Ivory. Department, drug stores, beauty shops or 
direct. Send $1 or pay postman. Guaranteed, The 
Stickel Co. N.Clinton Bldg. , Rochester, N. Y. 
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Pays up to $250 Per 
Month SALARY 


Enter this profitable and uner 
are practic 
a te 


»wded profession. 


minute, and 
Hours are regular and op- 
d 


of Satisfied Graduates 
ihe an d con arect agree ing to refund your money if posi- 
er grad 


James T. pune President, Div. 6 
STANDARD BUSINESS TRAINING INST., Buffalo, N. Y. 
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Show Her 


[Continued from page 


and charm came over the footlights and 
fairly flooded the theater. I went behind 
and saw her after the second act. 


“Well?” she greeted me defiantly. “What 


| about it?” 


“You're there, Mollie,” I admitted. | 
| didn’t know you had it in you. 

“Plenty of people didn’t know it,” she 
said sullenly. ‘‘They’ll find out soon enough. 
I'll show him!” 

A couple of weeks later I was shipped east 
to take charge of the New York office. My 
first night in town I met Jimmie Frayne on 
Broadway. 

“I’ve got a bread and butter job as press 
agent for Taylor and Holden,” he told me. 
“They've got ‘The Moonlight Kiss’ and ‘Many 
Maids’ running here in town. I'm just hang- 
ing on with them till I find what I want.” 

“What do you want Jimmie?” I asked 
him. 


it. 
it 


he said. “I'll get 
Something’ll turn up and when 
does you watch me. I'll show her!” 

I took him by the arm and tried to talk 
sense to him; tried to get him to go back to 
the coast, make it up with Mollie and live 
his life the way he’d planned it. I might 
as well have tried to talk Henry Ford into 
leaving the automobile business and putting 


NE big shot,” 


his money into the night club game. 
Only a few nights later I saw him with 
a big, loud-mouthed gink who seemed to be 


trying to buy Broadway and chop it up for 
chicken feed. A head waiter explained to 
me that the big party with the bull voice 
and the seed sowing method of spending his 
money was one of those chaps who’d made 
millions in the Texas oil fields. His name 
was Emil Hoogstaedter. 

Emil’s party was no one night stand. It 
ran for days and nights and nights and days 
and Jimmie Frayne was right with it from 
the start. Taylor and Holden fired him but 
I don't think he ever got to the office to 
find it out. I decided that the boy was 
Bellevue bound and that nothing could be 
done to stop him till he woke up in a straight 
jacket. So I was naturally surprised when, 
on a morning about two weeks after I'd 
first seen him with the Hoogstaedter party, 
he came to see me at my office, a little white 
and shaky but sober and sane. 

“I've got it,” he told me. 

“Got what” I asked. “The willies?” 

“My shot,” he explained. “Listen, Tom! 
Do you know where I can get a show?” 


“A show?” I said. “What kind of a 
show ?” 

“I don’t know,” he confessed. ‘Some kind 
of a show that I can put on for thirty 


thousand dollars.” 


“Have you got thirty thousand dollars?” 
I asked. 

He admitted he had. 

“You don’t want a show,” I told him. 
“You want a bank. If you've got thirty 
thousand dollars stick it away and forget 
it till you’ve had time to think.” 

“I’ve got to put on a show with the 
money,” he told me. “I got it from Hoog- 


staedter. It’s a personal loan for a year 
without interest. A great chance. The only 
string to it is that I have to produce a show 
with the money.” 

“Why ?” I asked. 


He shook his head. “I don’t know,” he 
admitted. “It’s just a whim of Hoog- 
staedter’s, I guess. He made several mil- 


lion out of oil down there in Texas and he’s 
getting a great kick out of spending it as he 
pleases. I tried to interest him in two or 
three schemes I’ve had in mind, but the 
only thing he’d fall for was putting on a 
show. He thought I could do it because 
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I was working as a theatrical press agent.” 
“He’s made you a straight loan of thirty 
thousand dollars to put on a show?” I 
asked. 
“That’s it,’ Jimmie said. “Where can I 
get one and how do I go about putting it 


I called Bennie Dexter on the phone and 
staked him to Jimmie. Bennie’s no Belasco 
but he’s a pretty fair stage director and I 
knew he was “at liberty,” as the theatrical 
phrase has it when a man’s out of a job. 
I knew, too, that while Bennie would steal 
pennies from a poor box he’d go straight 
with Jimmie if I asked it as a personal 
favor. 

“I have a play,” Bennie told me. “Just 
the thing for a sucker taking a shot on short 
money. One set and eight peeple. We can 
get it into town and keep it alive for 
awhile on thirty thousand and it might hit. 
I think it’s got a chance.” 

“All right,” I said. “I’m sending you a 
human Christmas tree with thirty thousand 
dollars hanging from its branches. Get 
what’s coming to you but don’t steal every- 
thing.” 

That’s the way Jimmie Frayne started as 
a Broadway producer! Thirty thousand dol- 
lars borrowed from an oil millionaire on a 
wild spree and an introduction over the 
phone to a free lance stage director who 
happened to have a play in his pocket. Dex- 
ter put the thing on and Jimmie watched 
him work and signed checks. 

The thing came into town and hit. Within 
a week after it opened they were doing ca- 
pacity and everything was sold out for days 
ahead. Eight people in the cast and the 
highest salary of the lot four hundred and 
fifty! An absolute cinch for two hundred 
thousand dollars’ profit within two years! 

The same week Jimmie’s show opened a 
play came in called “Up River.” It was a 
flop. Only lasted two weeks. The critics 
spent a paragraph apiece dismissing “Up 
River” as a worthless piece of junk and 
the rest of their columns in lauding an ac- 
tress, new to Broadway, who had made the 
hit of years with a small part in the doomed 
production. The actress was Mollie Web- 
ster! 

I went backstage and saw Mollie before 
“Up River” closed. 

“I've signed to play 
show of Masterson’s that’s going into re- 
hearsal right away,” she said. “If they think 
I’m good in this dizzy thing they'll tear up 
Broadway and bring it to me block by 
block when I open in the new play. I’ve 
got a real part in that.” 

“Heard about Jimmie” I asked her. 

She sniffed. “A fool for luck!” she said. 
“You listen to me! He'll be bumming drinks 
in side street speak-easies when I’m starring 
on Broadway. I'll show him!” 


the lead in a new 


WAS afraid she was right. Miracles hap- 

pen in the show business, but not often 
and seldom twice to the same person. A 
miracle had put Jimmie in the way of mak- 
ing money and I tried to get him to be 
satisfied and live on his income. 

“This is only the beginning,” he boasted 
when I advised him to pick up his marbles 


and run. “I'll have the money now to go 
ahead and really do something. I'll show 
her!” 


I asked him if he had seen the notices 
Mollie got in “Up River.” 

“T saw ’em,” he said grimly. “They don’t 
worry me. I'll hire and fire better actresses 
than she'll ever be!” 

He picked another show and it was a hit. 
Mollie came to town in Masterson’s play 
and knocked ’em all for a row of little pink 
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he Cornerntan Comaination Treatment, 


land physical effort. This treatment lifts the 


and reducing flesh cells. Apply the powerful 
oninTHIAN Astrincent Lotion before re 
iring. Then put on the net-like head piece 
ith the wide comfortable, elastic chin band 
‘© hold up the muscles and flesh while the 
stringent lotion does the shrinking—all 
luring your sleep— bringing back the fascr 
nation of that youthful chin line of girlhood 
he complete combination is now only £2.95 
Mail check or money order now or order 
c. 0d. and pay postman 43.28 when 


UARANTEED treatment is delivered to you. 
THE HEALTH APPLIANCE CO. 
20s Plymouth 


have 


SHAPELY ANKLES 


Be admired for your slim, graceful limbs 


REDUX ANKLE REDUCERS 


quickly perfect the shape of both ankle and 
calf by a new scientific, comfortable and sani- 
tary method—amazingly simple—just slip 
them on like a sock and note instant re- 
sults. Nothing else to do. May be worn 
day or night and_ under sheer ‘nockings 
without showing. Relieves Varicose veins 

and swollen ankles promptly. 
Ankles Look Slim while becoming Slim 
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 

Write for free booklet 

Send size of ankle and largest part 
of calf with money order for $3.49 
per pair, or pay postman upon de- 
1608-K 


Ave.. ____New York 52 


9 Pay Men * 
ADAY! 


S.W. Allen of California 
made .80inone day’s 

“joyful work”! Hundreds 
of other men are report- 


many of them doubling 
and tripling their former 


Just wear this beautiful hand tailored FREE RAIN- 
PROOF Cap. When your friends see it, nine out of ten will 
want one like it. They can’t resist the Rain idea— 
it’s so new and unique. You can make a splendid income in 
full or spare time. No experience is needed. “I haven’t 


seg 4 aa who doesn’t fall for the made-to-measure 
writes Horstman. Sendat opee{for FREE 
{ng Taylor Cap Migre+,Dept. 


Clear Skin 


lemishes 


You can have a clear, smooth velvety skin if you 
will only try pure, cooling liquid D.D. D. Soothes 
the tissues, quickly driving away pimples, blotches 
and other blemishes. Stops itching instantly. This 
healing, stainless wash penetrates the skin and 
dries up almost immediately. A 5c trial bottle 
is guaranteed to prove the merits of this famous 
lotion—or your money back. All drug stores. 


D.D.D. 


Earn $50 to $75 aWeek 


Earn while you learn in spare tims. 8 weeks 


A 

ized Diploma Money Back Guarantee. No 

experience necessary. GET FREE BOOK. 

Oriontas ety of Beauty Culture 
_Dept.441 $48 Belmont ave..Chicago 


MUSIC LESSONS HOME 


You can read music like this quickly 
Write today fororr FREE BOOKLET. It tells how to learn 
to play Piano, Organ, Violin, Mandolin, Guitar, Banjo, ete. 
Beginners or ‘advanced nares, by “only expense about 
2c per day for mgsic an: 


AMERICAN SCHOOL of MUSIC Building, CHICAGO. 


Amazing results are secured quickly with thejy 
onintHIAN Comaination of both medicinal 


rooping chin line by shrinking relaxed musclesfig 


elephants! The reviewers were hailing Jim- | 
mie as the coming young producer and 
prophesying that Mollie would be the coun- 
try’s foremost actress in another season or 
so. If I hadn’t known them both so well, 
I'd have thought that sudden causeless | 
lovers’ battle in the restaurant in Los An- 
geles the best thing that ever happened in 
theta lives. 

I did know them well though and I knew 
they were both suffering misery in spite of 
success. They were living on hate. That’s 
a great stimulant, but provocative of spiritual 
indigestion. 

In the midsummer of Jimmie Frayne’s 
second year in New York he came to me all 
hopped up with enthusiasm. 


ao got it,” he said. “The greatest play 
ever written. Going to bring it in this 
fall. It’s the million dollar shot. Not only 
a commercial sure thing, but it will establish 
me artistically as well. When this hits I'll 
be where I'll have to look down to see any- 
body else in the business. Read it and tell 
me what you think.” 

He left the manuscript with me and I read 
it. When I'd finished, all I was sure of was 
that it would cost at least a quarter of a mil- 
lion dollars to produce. There were eleven 
scenes, twenty-eight principals and enough 
of a mob to fill a modern football stadium! 
It was built on the formula of “The Miracle” 
only a lot more so. A lot of symbolic 
drivel! The story began in the time of the 
early Pharoahs and ended at the finish of a 
world war supposed to be fought in the fu- 
ture in the year 1986. When Jimmie came 
around later to ask me what I thought of 
it I told him. 

There was no talking him out of it. He 
was sure he had the sensational hit of the 
decade and no argument would change his 
opinion. 

“What did you think of the réle of Nada?” 
he asked me. 

Nada was the woman lead that ran through | 
the play, beginning as an Egyptian queen | 
and winding up as the lady president of the | 
United States of the World. Yes. It was| 
as bad as that! 

“Make a musical comedy out of it and 
get Leon Errol to play Nada,” I suggested. 
“You're crazy to do the piece at all. Why 
not go the whole route and be idiotic?” 

“You'll see,” he prophesied. “I'll tell you 
what I’m going to do. I’m going to offer 
the part to Mollie Webster.” 

“If she takes it let me know,” I said. 
“Show me her signed contract for that part 
under your management and immediately 
after seeing it I'll go out in my B. V. D.’s 
and roll a peanut ten blocks down Broadway 
with the end of my nose at the celebrated 
hour of high noon!” 


WEEK later he called me up. “Polish 
up your nose and buy that peanut, 
fellow!” he said jubilantly. “She signed!” 

She had. I took time off to go up to see | 
her. 

“Jimmie tells me you've signed to work | 
for him,” I said. “I don’t believe it.” 

“Tt’s true,” she admitted. “He thinks he’s 
humiliating me.” 

“I don’t blame him,” I told her. “It looks | 
that way to me too.” 

She shook her head. 

“There’s nothing good about that show ex- 
cept the part of Nada,” she declared. “If 
that’s played right they'll forget the rest. 
I can play it. I was born to play it I tell 
you. It will make me for life and Jimmie 
Frayne and everyone else will know that 
one hundred cents of every dollar that play 
makes came into the box office because of 
Mollie Webster’s work as Nada. You 
watch !” 

“Do you actually hate him as much as you 
pretend to?” I persisted. 


“T don’t hate him,” she said evenly. “Hate | 
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weaken yourself with star- 
vatién diets—don't strain your 
heart with violent exercises, Here's 
a wonderful new invention Ww hic h 
gives you an instant appearance of 
slimness and quickly reduces the 
actual fat—without any danger, dis- 


comfort or disagreeable self-denial! 


Take Off 2 to 6 Inches with 
New Self-Massaging Belt 

The moment you put on this won- 
derful new, self-massaging belt your 
waist is instantly reduced from 2 to 
6 inches—but, better still, you 
should actually grow thinner day by 
day. Your stomach disorders, con- 
stipation, backaches and short- 
ness of breath generally disap- a \ 
pear as the sagging internal \ 
organs are put back in normal =a) 4 ) 
place. You are filled with a 
wonderful new energy and will c 
probably look and feel 10 to BPN 
15 years younger! 

Like Having a Private Masseur 

This new, wonderful Weil Reducing Belt produces the 
same results as an expert masseur—only quicker and 
cheaper. It not only reduces your waistline when you 
put it on, but is so constructed that every movement you 
make, every breath you take, imparts a constant, gentle 
massage to every inch of your abdomen. In a few weeks 
inches of fat should actually disappear. 

The Weil Belt is made of the same kind of scientifi- 
cally treated rubber that is used by hundreds of profes- 
sional athletes and jockeys and is highly endorsed for its 
healthful principles by physicians everywhere. Satisfac- 
tion guaranteed or your money instantly refunded without 
question. The Weil Co., 8710 Hill St., New Haven, Conn. 


THE WEIL COMPANY, 
8710 Hill St., New Haven, Conn. 

Gentlemen: Please send me, without obligation, 
complete description of the Weil Scientific Reducing 
Belt and also your special 10-day trial offer. 


OPPORTUNITIES IN 
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Become a Salesman 
Every phase of business revolves 
around selling. The trained sales- 
man is in demand—he can fix his 
own hours, choose his own field, 
control his own pay. His income 
depends only upon his resulte— 
there ie no limit to what he can 
earn. We train you to sell suc- 
cessfully thru the LaSalle prob- 
lem method under supervision of 
expert salesmen. Train in your spare time. Low cost; 
easy terms. 64- pase booklet, “The Modern Salesman, 
Ambassador of Progress,’ free. Send for it today. 
LaSalle Extension University, Dept. 1050-$ Chicage 


Hair Analysis 
F REE 


TF YOU ARE TROUBLED with 
hair, dandruff or itching 
scalp, send a sample of your hair 
(ordinary combings will do) to Pro- 
Pres. Roosevelt fessor Maurice Scholder for FREE 
One of Prof. test. You may also add any details 
Scholder’s many which you think will help Professor 
famous patients Scholder with your case. He will 
then send you a personal report with recommenda- 
tions for your individual case. There is no charge 
for this analysis. It places you under no obligation 
whatever. Thousands of men and women have 
been cured of scalp ailments and baldness by fol- 
lowing the advice of this famous specialist. 
FREE ANALYSIS COUPON: 
Mail today, enclosing samples of your hair to 
PROFESSOR MAURICE SCHOLDER, D.G. 
The Professor Scholder Institute, tne. 


101 West 42nd St., New York, N. Y. SS-10 
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article we 
sell is of 
the finest 
grade. You 
always get 
the best value from 
Loftis. The Diamond 
Rings shown here are 


all exquisite creations 
in solid 18-k White Gold, set with 
sparkling blue white Diamonds of 


fery_ radiance. Any ring sent for 
your free examination on request. 


Credit Terms: Pay one-tenth down; baetence in 
weekly, semi-monthty, or monthly terms at your 
All goods deli 


on first payment. 
RAILROAD WATCHES 17-Jewel 


Guaranteed to Pass Inspection Watch 


HAMILTON NO. 992. 21 Jewels, Ad- ite and 
justed to 5 Positions. G Chain Set 
Hiled 26-Year Quality Case . 14-k white g.f 


ELGIN'S LATEST RAYMOND. 2 case: 12 size: 
Jewels, 8 Adjustment OND. 21 caso; 12 size 


14-k white gold. High grade 15- 

Jewel movement. Fancy corners; 

$15.00. $1.50 down and $1.50amo. 

Wpten, nickel, 6 

ewels—high grade 

ieather strap. Spec ial $9.95 WEDDING RINGS 

No, 824—The ** Elite’’ $750 

ore solid 18-k white gold . 


Set with 3 Diamonds. $22.50; 
& Diamonds, $32.50; 7 Dia- 


monds 2.50; 9 Diamonds, 
$52.50; 12 Diamonds $67. 

All platinum, $25. With 3 Dis. 
monds, $50; 5 Diamonds, §70; 


7 Diamonds, $80; 9 Diamonds, 
$100: circled by Diamonds, $206 


Costs YouNothing toTry It 
The Natural Body Brace 


Overcomes weakness and organic 
ailments of women, men and chil- 
dren. Brings health and strength; 
erect, graceful figure; ability to 
work and enjoy life. It’s a delight 
to wear it. A proven blessing 
above money in value. 


30 DaysFree Trial 


The Natural Body Brace stops 
strain and pain from standing 
or walking; lifts fallen inter- 
nal organs and sends them 
back totheir right positions; 
carries and reduces enlarged 
abdomen; straightens and 
strengthens the back and 
shoulders; banishes back- 
ache. Very fine for cases 
of curvatures; ruptures,con- 
stipation, indigestion, lung 
troubles and nervousness. 
If you knew all we know you would write us right 
now for Free Book and our liberal proposition. 
Address HOWARD C. RASH, President 
The Natural Body Brace Company 
166 Rash Building, SALINA. KANSAS 


Bring Out the Hidden Beauty 


Mercolized Wax gently, gradually, absorbs mud- 
dy, freckled, pimply, faded or aged surface skin; 
reveals fresh, young, white beautiful skin beneath. 
Have girlish beauty; look 10 to 20 years younger. 
Greatest beautifier and face rejuvenator known 
Any drug store. Dearborn Supply Co., Chicago, III. 


Mercolized Wax 


CALLOUSES 


Quick, safe relief for callouses 
and burning on bottom of feet. 
At all drug and shoe stores—35¢ 


Dr Scholl’ 
Zino-pads 


Put one on— 


the pain is gone! 


is hot. The feeling I have for him is as 
remorselessly cold as the center of a glacier. 
It’s so cold that when I finally triumph 
over him completely, as I will, I'll not even 
have the reward of joy. Nothing as human 
as jubilance could come from the feeling I 
have for Jimmie Frayne.” 

She made me a little panicky. I felt as 
though I had seen some primordial horror 
poke its unbelievable head up out of the 
| friendly mud of a modern barnyard! 
| I went to a couple of the rehearsals when 
they started work on the show. They called 
it “Time.” That was a good name for it. 
| It was the sort of thing you would expect 
to be called “Time.” I still failed to make 
heads or tails of it as a show but I remem- 
|bered that many a wiser theatrical judge 
| than I had looked at many a great hit in 
the making and failed to call it right. 


T WAS the first time I had seen Jimmie 
and Mollie within speaking distance of 
each other since that night in Los Angeles 
when she left the restaurant after their 
sudden quarrel. Neither of them seemed 
embarrassed. Jimmie would stop the action 
and give her directions occasionally as cas- 
ually, dispassionately as he advised any other 
member of the cast. He called her Miss 
| Webster and no spectator could possibly 
| have .divined from their attitude towards 
}each other that they had once been sweet- 
hearts and were now dedicated to a ruthless 
| race for supremacy. 
They opened cold in New York, passing 
jup a preliminary out of town showing on 
account of the goshawful size of the pro- 
duction. The thing had been well bally- 
hooed and there was a really representative 
first night crowd on hand. I saw Jimmie 
for a moment before the curtain went up 
and found him as cool and confident as Wal- 
| ter Hagen with an opponent ten down. He 
laughed when I congratulated him on his de- 
| meanor. 
The curtain went up and the set got a 
|hand. Then the action and dialogue began 
| and the first night mob settled back to be 
| shown. 

There were four scenes in the first act 
and by the time the first one was over 
the audience was snickering. By the middle 
of the second scene they were laughing out- 
right and by the end of the act they were in 
hysterics. “Time” was only one act old but 
it was as dead as a dummy and every nickel 
| invested in it was five cents lost! 

I went looking for Jimmie and finally lo- 
cated him crouched in a dark doorway of a 
small tailor shop across the street. 

“Buck up, kid,” I urged him. “You made 
it once. You can make it again!” 

“I could kill em!” he half blubbered. “Did 
you hear ’em in there? They’re laughing at 
Mollie! The smug snobs! Oh, I could kill 
‘em for that! It isn’t her fault the part’s 
j}awful! Nobody could play it better! She’s 
doing the best she can with it and they sit 
out there and laugh at her. Oh, I could kill 
‘em!” 

I shook him by the shoulder. “Jimmie!” 
I said sharply. “Do you know that you’ve 
lost every dime you've got in the world in 
the last half hour? Do you know that 
your show’s the worst flop that ever hit 
Broadway? Do you know you're ruined?” 

“I don’t give a darn!” he wailed. “It isn’t 
her fault. She’s doing the best she can. 
| They've got no right to laugh at her when 
| she’s doing the best she can! Oh, I could 
| kill ’em!” 

I left him, huddled there in the doorway 


and raced across the street and up the alley 
to the stage door. There was a queer bed- 
lam behind the scenes. I imagine people on 
a sinking ship behave just a little like the 
actors and stage hands who were there. Some 
were cursing, some laughing, while others 
were wandering around looking dazed and 
silly. I found Mollie’s dressing room and 
knocked. She opened the door. She was 
crying, the tears streaking her make-up. 

“Where is he?” she demanded fiercely. 
“Where’s Jimmie? Have you seen him?” 

“Lay off that,” I said roughly. ‘Jimmie 
feels bad enough without you jumping on 
him now.” 

“I don’t want to jump on him!” she wailed. 
“TI want to see him. I want to put my arms 
around him. Oh poor Jimmie! Poor, poor 
kid! He was so sure! Where is he? 
Please! I want to go to him!” 

“Throw on a cloak and come on,” I said. 

I led her out into the alley and across 
the street. Jimmie was still there, crouched 
in the doorway. Across the street we could 
see and hear the crowd on the sidewalk and 
in the outer lobby guffawing and giggling. 
Mollie went down on her knees beside Jim- 
mie and put her arms areund him. She 
was in sandals and filmy white drapes. Her 
long cloak fell from her when she knelt. I 
picked it up and stood with it held out be- 
hind me, shielding them. 

“Oh, Jimmie boy!” she cried, hugging 
him and stroking his hair. “Don’t you care. 
Don’t you care, Jimmy honey. It was a 
brave thing to try, Jimmie. A brave, fine 
thing to try. Don’t you care, Jimmie! Don’t 
you care.” 

“T could kill ’em for laughing at you 
Jimmie answered. “I don’t care about the 
show. The devil with that. They’ve got 
no right to laugh at you. It isn’t your fault 
the whole thing’s terrible. Oh Mollie honey, 
I’m-sorry. I didn’t mean to let you in for 
a thing like this! I thought you’d make the 
hit of your life in that part, honey. I was 
sure of it. I didn’t mean to let you in for 
this !” 

I stood there with the tears running down 
my cheeks and let them kiss and cuddle and 
coo until I’ saw the crowd starting to go in 
for the second act. Then I broke them 
apart, wrapped the coat around Mollie’s 
shoulders again and herded them across to 
the stage entrance. They went in together 
laughing and crying at the same time and 
for the rest of that awful evening the back- 
stage crew of that theater and the rest of 
the cast were witnesses to the miracle of the 
producer and leading woman of the most 
terrible flop ever produced on Broadway 
carrying on behind the scenes as though the 
show was the hit of years, joking, joyously 
hysterical, contesting with the crowd out 
front in the hilarity of their laughter at the 
fiasco. 


HEY got married the next morning. I 

went down and saw them through it. 
They had a bad year getting clear of the 
mess that the fearful flop of “Time” let 
them in for but they’re cleaning up now. 
Jimmie’s starring her and they’re the hap- 
piest pair I know. Their little bungalow 
has turned out to be an apartment on Park 
Avenue and the second hand Ford of their 
original plans is a limousine with a chauffeur. 
When the excuse for the baby carriage came 
along last summer I’m darned if they didn’t 
name the kid after me. I’m the only person 
who knew them clear through from then 
to now and that sort of makes me one of 
the family. 


you fear the day when your husband's interest will be caught and held 
by a younger and fairer woman? Or are you so sure of his love that you 
face middle-age without any qualms? If you are one of the vast majority who 
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to shapely 
proportions— 
while you sleep! 
ANITA NOSE ADJUSTER 
Shapes while you sleep or work. Safe, pain- 
less, comfortable. Rapid, permanent results 
guaranteed. 50,000 
doctors and users 
praise it as a priceless 
possession. No metal 
screws. Small cost. 30- 
Free Trial. Write for 
FREE BOOKLET 
“Nature's Way to Happiness” 
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A LADY who tried everything in vain and 
at last discovered a safe and simple Home- 
Remedy will now mail full particulars 
FREE. Send address and mention this 
magazine. “ALICE MAY,” P. O. Box, 12, 


Pelissier Street, Windsor, Ontario. 
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direct to consumer.”" You can too. No 
capital or experience required. We pay 25 
per cent. x, commissions daily and big 


RITE FOR FREE eg ty 
, Shirt Mfrs 


CARLTON MILLS, 
114 Fifth Ave., Dept 


New York 


Learn at home to mount birds, ani- 
~ game heads; 
and robes. Complete lessons and quel 
learned by men, boys and wome: 

Write for Taxidermy 
Book. all about it. 


very man rapper 
and Nature lover should know this w« - 
ful fascinating art. Save your trophies. i 
profits. Success guaranteed. 100,000 = 
uates. Investi~ste. Write for Free Book 


jet you He 
Wealth and Happiness Be dinner parties, I suppose it’s 


| you would like to ask, or if you have any 


Etiquette 


[Continued from page 76] 


Knowing how to introduce two people is 
quite as important. It doesn’t do to say: 
“Mr. Jones, meet Miss Smith,” and then 
leave the burden of making conversation on 
them. Something like this is convenient and | 
graceful: “Miss Smith, allow me to present 
Mr. Jones, an old friend of Bob Green’s.” 
Or, “Mr. Jones is going to spend his vaca- | 


Of course, you must fit the introduction to 
the facts, but the thing is to give the stran- 
gers something to talk about that is mutually 
interesting. 

It is unkind, too, to introduce a late comer 
to a large number of people. Let his arrival 
at the party be as unostentatious as pos- 
sible and present him to a few at a time. 


HRISTMAS will soon be here, and I 
want to say a word to you about gifts. 
Nearly all of you have someone outside the 


family who means a great deal to you, and | 
to whom you would like to give the best gift | 
you can afford. That’s a natural, generous 
and sincere impulse, but good taste must 
come first, especially if you are a girl. Most | 
girls have their salaries to do with as they 
like, but young men nearly always contribute 
semething to the home, and this, together 
with the cost of entertaining a girl, leaves 
precious little for Christmas presents. 

Put yourself in his place! Wouldn’t you 


; | feel humiliated beyond expression if your girl 


gave you an expensive fountain pen or a} 
pair of gold cuff links, and all you gave her | 
was an inexpensive bottle of perfume or a| 


= ~ | box of candy? You can tell by the way a/| 
pameine Maraay Way | boy spends his money on you how much | 


| he can afford for your gift. And then, just 
to be on the safe side, spend even less on his. 
I’ve had girls and boys ask me all sorts 


duct their love affairs. But I don’t ever 
remember receiving a letter asking about 
correct table manners, and from what I’ve 
seen in hotels and restaurants and at private 
because people 


thie mystic |“Rharoah igek are so used to doing things wrong that they 
* of Success sent free don’t know there is a right way. But if 


there is any time when good manners show, 
it’s at the table. 

The only general rules to follow at the 
table are to eat quietly, take small particles | 
of food on your fork at a time, and not) 
reach across the person who sits next to you 
for whatever you want. At a meal served 
in the home, it is always safe to watch the 
hostess. If you are in doubt about what 
fork or spoon or knife to use—do as she 
does. But take your time. There’s no} 
rush. 

In a restaurant, the man orders from the 
menu card, after consulting the girl as to 
what she will have. He may make sug- | 
gestions; she indicates a preference and he, | 
in turn, gives the order to the waiter. Or 
if the waiter should offer her a menu, she 
should order a moderately priced dish and) 
not an elaborate and expensive dinner. 

| 

DO want to say a word about clothes. 

Naturally, every girl wants to look her | 
best when she goes out in the evening, but | 
looking one’s best and being ridiculously 
overdressed are two different things. Simple, | 
well cut clothes always attract favorable | 
attention, while gaudy, fussy clothes create 
a bad impression. The safest rule to follow 
is to be always underdressed rather than 
overdressed, to reserve sleeveless gowns and 
georgettes for dress, and to wear tailored or 


If there are any questions on etiquette 


| Problems on behavior, please write me. I[ 


‘ want to help you not only in your love diffi- | Dept. x-67, 569-573 
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Just show women this exquisite 

. . lay of dress goods, silks, wash fabrics 
sport clothes for business or during the day. bom | you can't keep them from buying. 
Men and women agents needed to 
devote full or spare time 
missions. Average $40 to $85 a week. 
1000 samples furnished. Write quickly. 
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Santa Fe Special- 
Wa 


sets Daal Free Trial 


In addition to our NEW LOW PRICE, I will send 
for your approval one of these Standard Watches, 
guaranteed for a lifetime of satisfactory service, not 
only by the Santa Fe Watch Company, but by the 
Great Illinois Wateh Factory So accurate, Govern- 
ment officials carry them; so perfect and beautiful, 
jewelers say they are worth % to % more than we ask 
for them I will send you one to see WITHOUT 
ONE PENNY DOWN—allow you to wear it 30 days 
FREE—then sell it to you on easy payments, 


Why Not Own a 21-Jewel 
Santa Fe Special Watch? 


You will never miss the few cents a day that will 
make you own one of these watches. SEND FOR 
WATCH BOOK—-illustrating in beautiful colors hun- 
dreds of designs and combinations in cases in the 
POCKET WATCH MEN'S STRAP WATCH and 
LADIES’ WRIST WATCH You can have your name 
or monogram and any emblem you may desire en- 
graved in the Case to suit your own ideas. Write 
today for Free Wateh Book, and make your selection 
at once, while this offer lasts. 
FREE! A Limited Offer: With every 
Santa Fe Special, a beautiful gold 
chain or strand of exquisite pearls. Write today 
Mail Coupon for both Watch and Diamond Catalog. 


Santa Fe Watch Company, 
Dept. A-115 Thomas Buliding, Topeka, Kansas 
(House of the Great Santa Fe Railway) 


Mail / Santa Fe Watch Company, 


Coupon Dept. A-115 Thomas Building, 
as. 


Topeka, Kansa 
Today # Please send prepaid and without obliga- 
tion your Watch Book Free, explaining your 
“No Money Down’’ Offer on the Sante 
Special watch. 


The most valuable offer 
ever made by a publisher. Ten issues 
Of THE PATHFINDER for only 10 cents? 
The liveliest, most unique and most entertaining 
American weekly magazine. Full of wit, humor, 
information, news events, special features, excellent 
fiction, etc. Once you read THE PATHFINDER you 
will never do without it. Grab this limited offer at once. 


THE PATHFINDER. Dest. mss, WASHINGTON, D.C, 
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ELECTRICAL AND 
MECHANICAL 


EARN UP TO 
$100 A WEEK: 


Biggest Bu 
Clip Coupon for 
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B. W. COOKE 
Directing Engineer 
~_ 4 Motor Training Corp 
1916 Dept. 737, Chicago 
at your FREE Book, Facts.” 

t Job-Way” Training. obligation 
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CHRISTMAS BOx ASSORTMENTS PROFIT 


Is what V. Strandberg, Minn., sold in 1925. Last 
year he sold 3800 boxes. Many of our agents in a 
short time earn large sums of money selling our 
Christmas Greeting Cards in Box Assortments. We 
publish a Magnificent Christmas Box Assortment, 
containing 21 high-grade Christmas cards and 
folders, Steel Engraved, Colored, Paneled and Bor- 
dered, each with an envelope, which sells for $1.00 
and costs our agent 50c. A value never equaled. 


EACH SALE MEANS 100% PROFIT 


Nothing that an agent has ever sold begins to com- 
re with the sales they make with our Christmas 
x Assortments. Write us immediately, and we 
will send full particulars and free samples. 
WALTHAM ART PUBLISHERS 
7 Water St., Dept.P Boston, Masa, 
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| culties but on any question of conduct that 


may trouble you. 

Now for the love problems. I found it a 
tough job this month to select the letters 
to be answered in the magazine. They were 
all so interesting, there really wasn’t any 
choice. So here are a few I picked from the 
pile at random: 

The first is from Leta R. out in Nebraska 
City, Nebraska. Her problem is unique; 
few of you will ever find yourselves in such 
a situation. But if you should I wonder 
if you would be as brave and as splendid 
as Leta? Here is her letter: 

Dear Martha Madison: 

Last winter I became acquainted with a 
blind boy about my own age, which is 
twenty. He will graduate from school very 
soon. As I got to know him better I found 
him a fine young man and we both realize 
that there is more than friendship between 
us now. 

The trouble is, my mother objects to my 
going with him on account of his blindness, 
although he will soon be capable of earning 
a good salary and could maintain a home bet- 
ter than manv bovs I know who have their 
sight. But mother feels that married life 
with a blind man would be terrible for me. 

My friend has told me frankly that he 


Minette’s letter should serve as a warn- 
ing to you girls who get a swelled head the 
minute a boy lets you see he’s crazy about 
you. For love doesn't always come at first 
sight, nor at second nor third. Very often 
love comes when it’s too late. 


Dear Martha Madison: 

I have been in love now for two years 
with a boy I met in high school. Right from 
the start he admired me and I could tell by 
the way he looked and acted that he was 
crazy about me. I had never had so much 
attention before, and it went to my head. 
I hardly noticed him and I treated him 
badly when I did. 

Then he went away for a while and I 
realized how much I really did like him and 
I was sorry for my actions. But when he 
returned I was still indifferent because I 
didn’t want him to think I was chasing after 
him. And what do you think happened? 
Another girl came along, a cute girl, with 
her own car, and they have been going to- 
gether ever since. He still pays attention to 
me, but I can’t humble myself to let him see 
I care. Minette. 

Well, Minette, if your pride is greater than 
your love, I don’t see what can be done. 
But if I were you, I’d throw that miserable 


and asked to be excused, saying I was going to bed early. 
reason for not going was because I had impulsively promised to go to a dance 
with another boy whom my sweetheart does not like. 


This boy is awfully popular with the girls. Although I know he isn’t sincere, 


| I am infatuated with him. 


She told him I was at the dance. 


test closes Sept 30, 1927. 


What Would You Say? 
Martha Madison Prize Contest 


| A few weeks ago my sweetheart asked me to go to the movies. I was tired 


Everything would have been all right if my sweetheart’s sister hadn't been there. 


I really think a lot of my sweetheart and don’t want to lose him. 
|| can I make him understand?—Dorothy. 

For the best 200 word letter telling what Dorothy should say to her sweet- 
|| heart, SMart Set will pay $10.; for the second best, $7.; for the third best, 
$5. and $1. each for the next seven best. 


My real 


But how 


Mrs. Madison is judge and con- 


cares for me, but he is not urging me to 
go against my mother’s wishes. I don’t see 
why she should worry. I have a good educa- 
tion and intend to teach this fall, and so 
does the young man. So why couldn't we 
work together and be happy the same as 
other married people? And why shouldn’t 
I marry him if I love him? Leta R 

I can’t think of a single reason why you 
shouldn’t marry him, Leta, if you are certain 
you really love him. I lay emphasis on 
those words, not because I doubt what you 
tell me, but because I know how easy it is 
for a generous girl like you to mistake af- 
fection and pity for real love. The more 
capabilities a woman has for love, the greater 
her maternal feeling for a man, and almost 


|any girl would feel a warm glow of pity 


| for a blind boy. 


} 


UT I wonder how you would feel if the 

young man had his sight? If he saw 
| your hair and your eyes-and your lips with 
his eyes instead of through his fingers would 
it be just as romantic? If he never stretched 
out his hand for you to guide him across 
the street or up the steps, or to where you 
were sitting, would you feel as tender toward 
him as you do now? Without his handi- 
cap, meeting other young men on equal terms, 
just how would he stack up as a man and as 


E. RICHWINE CO.. Dest. 19, 19 W. Jackson Bivd.. Chicage a sweetheart? 
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false pride overboard, and I'd chase after 
that boy and I'd get him and I'd make up 
to him for every mean thing I ever did. 

Ask him to come and see you. Then tell 
him, face to face, that you're sorry; that 
you do care. If you use tact, you need not 
humble yourself too much. And if you use 
tact you will avoid mention of the other girl. 
Really, Minette, I don’t believe you deserve 
to have him, but somehow I hope you get 
him. 

It is true, that most of the letters I get 
complaining of unrequited love are from 
girls. But here is a letter from a lovelorn 
boy out in Akron, Ohio. “Cal F.,” he signs 
himself. And when you've read Cal’s letter 
you'll probably wish the girl were near 
enough so you could shake her and make 
her behave. I do. 

Dear Martha Madison: 

For over a year I have been in love with 
what to me is the most wonderful girl in 
the world. When I met her she was deeply 
in love with another fellow, and had been 
for four years. Then, quite suddenly, they 
stopped going together but she never told 
me why and I never asked her. A little later, 
he wrote and told her he was married, and 
it broke her all up. I can’t tell you how 
sorry I felt for her. 

Two months later we became engaged al- 
though she told me that she would never 
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love anyone that way again. She did say, | 
however, that she cared for me, and we | 
were together every possible minute. Then | 
she said she didn’t care for me at all, and I | 
thought I was doing the right thing by her | 
to break our engagement. 

I moved to another city but we kept up 
our correspondence. Last April she wrote 
and asked me to come and see her. I did, 
and all that week-end she seemed to care | 
more for me than she ever did before. We 
did not become engaged again, but talked of | 
marriage. | 


OES she love me, Mrs. Madison? Or is 
she just playing with me? To save 
my life, I can’t tell. But I love her enough 
to take a chance, if it would be for our mu- 
tual happiness. What do you think? Cal. 


t I think, Cal, that it’s too bad God didn’t 

give men the same understanding of women 

that he gave women. Almost any girl could uSt en u erga CY. 

tell you in a minute that this girl you love | + 


is doing one of two things. Either she is 
dramatizing her former disappointment and | 
getting a morbid pleasure out of nursing a 
broken heart. Or else she is piqued and 
lonely, and your devotion and your love 
soothe her hurt vanity. But whichever it 
is, there is no doubt that the girl is intensely 
selfish, and I doubt that she would make any 
man happy for long. 

If you’re determined to have her, the wise 
course for you to follow is an indifferent one. 
Don’t let her think she can make a fuss over 
you one minute and snub you the next and 
get away with it. Don’t discuss marriage 


again with her for a long time; certainly not 
until she has given you more reason to be- | 
lieve she cares deeply for you. 

The question of how much a child owes | 
its parents in the way of duty is a difficult 
one. Legally, of course, there is no obliga- 


tion. But a girl like Patricia, whose letter 
follows, cannot help but feel a certain moral 
obligation to the mother and father who 
have done so much for her. I wonder what 
you would do if you were in Patricia’s 
boots ? 

Dear Martha Madison: 

The young man I love and I, myself, will 
graduate from the same college in a few 
months. Immediately upon graduation he | 
has the. offer of a very promising position 
in Nebraska but he won’t accept unless I go 
with him as his wife. I would rather do 
this than anything I know, but out of con- 
sideration for my family who live in Mas- 
sachusetts I don’t see how I can, I feel that 
I should repay them for all they have done 
for me, and not get married and run off 
to Nebraska right away. They are looking 
forward to having me home with them for 
a while. 

But Walter, of course, is my whole future, 
and I hate to think of spoiling his chances 
by forcing him to turn down this offer. I 
want to do what is right, and how I want 
Walter! Patricia. 


WONDER, Patricia, if you have talked 

with your parents about this? Natu- 
rally it would be a disappointment to them 
if you were to marry and go away imme- 
diately after leaving college but on the 
other hand, what more can a mother and 
father want than to know their daughter is 
happily and safely married? 

I think, however, that Walter is a bit un- 
reasonable in refusing to go unless you go | 
with him. From his standpoint, too, I think | 
it is unwise. Nebraska is a long way off. | 
He is going into new work. For a while, | 
he must give his entire time and energy to 
the job, and no bridegroom in the world 
could do that. Also, he might like the job 
and get along fine and again he might not. | 
Surely a few months can’t make such a ter- 
rible difference? Why couldn't Walter go 


A Well known scientist's new book about 
old age reveals facts, which to many 
men will be amazing. Did you know that 
two-thirds of all men past middle age are 
said to have a certain seldom mentioned 
disorder? Do you know the frequent cause of 
this decline in vitality? 


Common “Old-Age’”’ Symptoms 
Medical men know this condition as hyper- 
trophy of the prostate gland. Science now 
reveals that this swollen gland—painiess 
in itself—not only often cheats men of vitality, 
but also bears on the bladder and is often 
directly responsible for sciatica, backache, 
pains in the legs and feet and dizziness. When 
allowed to run on it is frequently the cause of 

cystitis, severe bladder inflammation. 


65% Are Said to Have This 
Gland Disorder 


| Prostate trouble is now reached immediately 


by a new kind of safe home hygiene that goes 
directly to the gland itself, without drugs, medi- 
cine, massage or application of electricity. 
Absolutely safe. 40,000 men have used it to 
restore the prostate gland to normal functioning. 
The principle involved is recommended by many 
physicians. Amazing recoveries often made in 
six days. Another grateful effect is usually 
the immediate disappearance of chronic con- 
stipation. Usually the entire body is toned up. 
Either you feel ten years younger in six days or 
the treatment costs nothing. 


Send for FREE Book 


If you have this gland trouble, or any of the 
syenptomes mentioned, write today for scientist's 
free book, ‘‘Why Many Men Are Old at Forty.” 
You can ask yourself certain frank questions 
that may reveal your true condition. Every 
man past 40 should make this test, as insidious 

rostate disorder often leads to surgery This 

»0k is absolutely free, but mail coupon immedi- 
ately, as the edition is limited. Address 
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6774 Main Street Steubenville, Ohie 


The Electro Thermal Company, 

6774 Main Street, Steubenville, Ohio. 
Please send me Free, and without ob- 

ligation, a copy of your booklet, “‘Why 

Many Men Are Old at 40." Mail in 

plain wrapper. 


Western Address: Suite 67-T, 303 Van 
Nuys Bidg., Los Angeles, Calif. 
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Reflects Health 
Health is Strength 


BOTH MEN AND WOMEN 
Heed the Principles of Nature 


The health-giving properties of the Kola Nut, from which 
Kola Astier is derived, were first discovered by the natives 
of darkest Africa. Absolutely harmless vegetable product 
and non-habit forming. Kola Astier is extensively used to- 
day to increase strength and endurence, build resistance 
to fatigue and everwork, and to restore vitality after severe 
cases of 
Grippe Infi B hiti Malaria 
Pne Anemia Typhoid etc. ete. 
The dynamic men and women of Latin countries, known 
the world over for their remarkable health and beauty 
have been using Kola Astier for years to keep physically 
fit. Also used by athletes to increase energy in all tests 
of endurance: 
i Jumping Rowing 
Wr 8 Cyching Baseball 
If you are weak, run-down and ailing, Kola Astier is nature's 
own remedy to restore vitality and strength. 
If you are overworked. tired and listless, Kola Astier works 
wonders in overcoming fatigue and restoring you to vigor- 
ous health 
FREE Interesting booklet ““More Precious Than Ru- 
bies” and Guaranteed Trial Offer. Write at once! 
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Dept. 210, 332 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 
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Chhey vanished 

so quickly J 

e@was astonished 
at the wonder 


ful results ~~ 
By Miss Karsten 


For years I tried everything to remove wrinkles which 
marred my beauty, hindered my pleasure in social life and 
made me look old before my time, but without results. 
One day a friend who had just returned from abroad 
gave me this wonderful secret discovered in Egypt, which 
preserved the youthful appearance of the fairest Egyptian 
Beauties. I tried it—results were amazing—I could not 
believe my eyes. After a few applications wrinkles and 
worry lines faded away. In 8 days my 
skin became firm and youthful freshness 
was restored, 
This Priceless Secret Yours 
Why look old; Why allow wrinkles, blackheads or 
pimples to mar your appearance when they can be 
harmlessly removed as if by magic? No massaging 
—no painful electric treatment—no harmful 


lotions. Buga Creme will amaze you—bring back 
new youth to your face. Try it! 
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not notice a decided improvement, return balance and 

we will refund your money. Don't mise thie amazing of- 
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Send Cash with Foreign Orders 
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Most Amazing 
INVENTION 
in 25 years 
Cleans ip for Agents 


FREE MACHINE 
FOR AGENTS 


*90 


WEEKLY IN 
SPARE TIME! 
Men, here is a wonder—the most sen- 


sational invention of the age! If you're 


wking for a rapid fire seller—an item that nets you 


0 profit——a item that sells itself to 7 out of 10 
men on demonstration—i've got it in Ve-Po-Ad, the 
amazing new vest pocket adding machine! 

Sells for $2.95—You Make $1.65 

This most remarkable invention does all the work of 
a $300 adding machine. yet fits the vest pocket and sells 
for only $2 ! It sells on sight to storekeepers, busi- 
ness men, and everyone who uses figures—and makes you 
over 100 profit on every sale! Ve-Po-Ad does any 
kind of figuring in a jiffy yet weighs but 4 oz. Counts 
up to a billior Shows tetal visible at all times. Per- 


i ghtning fast Never makes a mistake 
or gets out of order, Over 100,000 in daily use! 


Get Your Machine FREE 


Live wire salesmen are dropping everything else and 


flocking to Ve-Po-Ad Ve Ad brings them quick 
money and lots of it Shap “iro out in California made 
475 in one week! You can “clean up” too! Only 10 


sales a day in spare time will bring YOU over $95.00 
a wee y need no previous sales experience—Ve- 
Po-Ad sells itself! If vou are really interested in earn- 
ing @ steady ubstantial Income, write at once for full 
detal's of my MONEY-MAKING PLAN and FREE VE. 
PO-AD given to new Agents. Do it NOW—TODAY! 


Cc. M. CLEARY, Dept. 517 
184 W. WASHINGTON ST. CHICAGO, ILL. 


LEARN CARTOONING 
At Home -Simple Method 


$250 a week paid-to car- 
= can arn car- 


tooning at e no matter if ver touched a 
pencil Send post-card tor "FREE Book deserib- 
s I method and Offer to New Students. 
W kite SAME. "PL AINLY State age and whether Mr., 
Mrs Miss No salesman will call 
WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF CARTOONING, 
Room 9610-E, 1113 15th St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 


“The Shade Pariels 
Raving Overt! 


LIPSTICK 


Mary Philbin says: 
“The Phantom Red Lip- 
stick and Rouge are the 
finest I ever used. The 
‘Phantom Brow’ is won- 
derful!l” 


Waterproof—-Stays on! 
A perfect color, blending 
with any complexion 
Send this adv. and 12e 
for Beautiful sample 
MIDGET Lipstick. 
Another I2e brings gen- 
erous sample of PHAN- 
TOM BROW, for eye 
lashes and brow 
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lif everything turns out pleasantly, find a 
home and send for you. You could be 
married there. 

I really don’t believe your family wants 
you to repay them for your education at 
the expense of your happiness, but I do 
think they are entitled to have you all to 
| the mselves for a time. 
| And now much as I hate to do it—I've 
got to crowd a lot of short answers into 
my remaining space. Even at that some 
of you will have to wait until next month. 
The following seemed to me to be the most 
urgent. 

But don’t let this discourage you. I have 
plenty of time and paper for personal replies 
only you must enclose a stamped and ad- 
dressed envelope. 

BasHFruL: Don't be so free with your 
kisses on such short acquaintance. 

Satty L.: I don't think you have ever 
been in love and I am sure you should not 
marry the musician. 


Bionve: We just didn’t have room to 
print the “Danger Line” prize winning let- 
ters. Sorry, but that’s the way it goes. 

Dena: You must be patient until you 
can be properly introduced to the young 
man. He might misunderstand your seek- 
ing his acquaintance any other way. 

DorotHy: Why ask me? Why not ask 
the young man next time you meet him? 
If you are persistent enough I think you 
can make him tell you. 

Mrs. S: Hasn't he some friend who 
would try to effect a reconciliation? Have 
you talked it over with his family? 

Nina: Certainly you should tell Jack the 
real reason for breaking your engagement. 
It might change everything. 

Lov: One mistake isn’t fatal but if I were 
you girls I would watch my step from now on. 

Preccy: Why can't he be infatuated with 
the other girl right now? Don't interfere, 
but if the time comes when he needs you 
—be there. 


AVE you written to Mrs. 


Madison? 
thousands of SMart Set readers in their love problems? 


Do you know that she has helped 
Write her now. 


| Eyes of Virtue 


(Continued from page 59) 


smoking things, and French novels. It was 
over the porte cochere, and I could look 
down and see the automobiles drive up, 
the lawns, and the couples under the trees. 


ROM the sounds that reached my ears 

Sallie was certainly giving one of the 
gay house parties I had heard Cousin Dosia 
tell about. And I was in it. 

There was a knock on my door. A maid 
had come to open my baggage and get me 
ready for dinner. She was a French maid, 
Celeste, a little dark woman with quick 
fingers. When she saw my Sunday dress, 
a pink cotton crepe, with a round neck and 
elbow sleeves, she gave a cluck of dismay. 
Then she clapped her hands together. “It 
shall be better so, mademoiselle!” 

Celeste made a little garland of vines with 
pink roses and fastened it around the neck 
of my dress, and another around my waist. 
She tied my curls at one side and set a 
rose in them. When she had finished she 
stood off and surveyed me. “Beautiful!” 
she exclaimed. 

I looked in the glass and hardly knew 
myself for little Theodosia Dean. I saw a 
slender young girl, with big serious blue 
eyes, and yellow curls, and the loveliest, 
Frenchiest little dress. And, so, feeling that 
I looked pretty enough for Sallie’s uinner 
party, I went down the grand staircase, and 
into the drawing-room, 

It was on the left of the hall, an enor- 
mous room, gorgeously furnished with such 
things as I had never seen except in pic- 
tures. Broad French windows led out on 
verandas. There were subdued lights, drift- 
ing scents, flowers, the music of a fountain 
outside, the hum of voices and such gowns! 

Sallie told me that Seth was to take me 


'in to dinner, but he had to speak twice be- 


fore I recognized him, in his evening clothes. 
He looked more tanned than ever and 
healthier than the others, somehow. For 
though they were all laughing and talking, 
they had a tired look as if they were trying 
to keep going just a little while longer. 
Sallie introduced me to everybody but I 
felt as if they hardly noticed me. They 
seemed so unhappy that they could think of 
nothing but their own misery. 

Malcome Manning was very attentive to 
a dark lady and Seth explained that it was 
Tamma Toka, a dancer, who was at the 
house party to amuse the guests. I noticed 


| that, although Malcome was devoted to 
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Tamma Toka, and Tamma Toka made eyes 
at Malcome, Sallie did not as much as 
glance at either one. Yet Malcome was her 
own husband. 

Seth, though he took me in to dinner, 
scarcely spoke to me; and Malcome, who was 
on my left, devoted himself to Tamma Toka. 
They talked softly as if they had a secret. 

All the couples seemed to be whispering 
to each other as if they were in love. 

“Are they all married couples?” I asked 
Seth 


IS answer surprised me. “None of 

them are married to each other,” he 
said. “It’s not etiquette to send a man 
and wife in to dinner together.” 

“Why not?” I asked. “I think I would 
be happier with my husband than with any 
other man. 

Seth laughed. He did not seeni to be- 
lieve that I meant it. 

“I really would,” I insisted. 

“You think so now,” he said, “but after 
you are married, you'll change. All people do.” 

“Why ?’ 

He gave me the queerest look. It was not 
contemptuous. He was too much of a 
gentleman for that. But he was unbelieving, 
as if he did not think I was asking seriously. 

“You are Dosia Dean’s cousin; and Dosia 
must have given you the benefit of her 
experience,” he said. 

Dosia had never talked about her hus- 
bands to me, but I did not want to tell 
Seth Noble that, so I let him continue. 

“You must have had a liberal education 
from her.” 

“I’m only seventeen,” I stammered at last. 

“That's old for a girl these days. Girls 
of seventeen know a great deal.” 

I did not know a great deal, but I wanted 
to! And I wanted him to tell me, because 
there are things that only a man can tell 
a girl, She can not understand if anyone 
else tells her. Every girl knows that. 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 


E HAD the finest, kindest face in the 
world, but a look of deepest cynicism 
passed across it. 

“I mean that at seventeen you must know 
that marriage, as it is today, is a dreadful 
thing. It is the sure way to make people 
hate each other.” He said it solemnly and 
soberly and I could see that he meant it. 
It sounded terrible to me, just like blas- 
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Model Nash Sedan, or full value in cash if pre- 
ferred ($1,085.00). In addition to this Nash 
Sedan we give away, absolutely free, a latest 1 
model Chevrolet Coach or its cash value 
(3595.00), a Brunswick Panatrope Phono- 

ph, a Six Tube, Single Dial Freshman 

io, a Corona Portable Typewriter — 
many other valuable prizes and Hundreds of 
Dollars in Cash. 


19 
8 
Solve This Puzzle 19) 
The numbers in the squares to the right spell 19 
4 


Someone who answers this ad will receive, 
absolutely free, a fully equipped De Luze 14 


two words. The alphabet is numbered. A is 1, 

B is 2, C is 3, ete. Can you make out what the 

two words are? When you do this, send me 

one 'N answer right away. It may mean winning 
Nash Sedan or $1,400.00 in cash, 


$315. 00 Cash For Promptness 1 
In addition to the two automobiles, the 
many other valuable prizes and Hundreds of 14] 


Dollars in Cash, we are also offering a Special 
Prize of $315.00 in Cash for Promptness. First 
prize winner will receive $1,400.00 in cash, or 
the Nash Sedan and $315.00 in cash. In case of tics 
duplicate prizes will be awarded each one tying. Get 
busy right away. Solve the puzzle and send me your 
answer together with your name and address written 
plainly. REWARDED). Address 


323 So. Peoria St. Chicago, Hl. 


A Shapely Foot is a Joy Forever 
BEAUTI FY YOUR FEET 
*The “Perfection” Toe i 
REMOVES THE ACTUAL 
CAUSE of the BUNION or en- 
larged joint. Worn at night, with 
auxiliary appliance forday use. 
Send outline of foot 


Straighten Your Toes 
Thet Bunt 


Any other foot 
trouble? 


C.R. ACFIELD Dept. 96 1328 


My fan uck Power Vs. Mind Power” is 
free to any one who will wear this replica of the 
oldest Taliemanic ring known. 

of Fortuna, Goddess of Fortune, wore sable 
alwaye. Rare charm. Dazsling Genuine 
12-K. Gold with biasing, blue-w).ite Diamond 
Reproduction, guaranteed 25 years. Wear it and 
follow the 


**Seven Magic Secrets’”’ 
Bend size at and 20 cents postage. Pay 
$2.75 when delivered. Money Back Guaranteed. 
MAGNUS WOR Ks 


Box 12, Varick Staton, New York, Dept. SM8-10 


PARKER’S 
HAIR BALSAM 
Removes Dandruff Stops Hair Falling 

Restores lor an 
Beauty to Gray and Faded Hair 
60c. and $1.00 at druggists. 
Hiscox Chem. Works. Patchogue. N. ¥. 


H i N IDERCORNS Removes Corns, Callouses, 
ete., stops all pain, ensures comfort to the feet, makes 
waiking easy. 15 cents by mail or at Druggists. 
Hises iscox Chemical al Works, Patchogue, N. ¥. 


You can 


High School Course 
in 2 Years this simplified igh 


Free Bulletin. Send for it TODA 


AMERICAN SCHOOL 
Dept. H-7251 Drexel Ave. @ 58th ©AS1923 CHICAGO! 


Earn $18 to $60 a week RETOUCH- 
ING photos. Men or women. No selling 
or canvassing. We teach you, guarantee 
employment and furnish WORKING OUT- 
Limited offer. Write today. 


phemy. I had never heard any one speak so. 

“Are you married?” I asked. 

“God forbid!” 

“Don’t you like women?” I asked. 

“No!” he answered. “I am what you call 
a woman-hater.” He laughed. “That 
sounds dramatic. But it’s true. I like 
women -to look at, to drive with, play golf 
with, take in to dinner, but to marry, to 
| love, honor and cherish. No, thanks!” 
“Then you’ve never been in love?” 
“No, indeed!” 


I knew it was true, and I knew, too, that | 
every minute I was falling more in love 
|with him. There was something about him. | 
F did not know, then, what it was. Was it | 


his manner? His kind ways, his good true | 
face? Or did the girl in me see beyond? | 
Did I, new as I was to emotion, sense in| 
him some sterling quality that I loved? | 
For I did love him. 

“Don’t think I am a brute, Theodosia,” | 
he went on. “I don’t mean to be, but I’m 
alive and I can see.” 

The hum of voices drowned our conver- 
sation and I could ask him outright what 
it was he saw. 

“IT see this, Theodosia; I can talk to) 
you freely since you have been through the | 
mill in Dosia’s set. I see that all girls are 
flappers and they make bad wives. I went | 
through college here in the East and I lived | 
the life that young men live, no worse and | 
no better, but I got disgusted with it. 
There was nothing in it,.so I threw it up| 
| for life in the West. 

“For ten years I’ve been living on a 
ranch, far off from civilization and the 
things that civilization teaches us. I’ve lived 
the wild, free life, and I’ve learned things. 
Out there they love and get married for 
love. And a man loves his own wife, loves 
her to the very death. Out there, the busi- 
|ness of every girl is marriage, and the busi- 
ness of marriage is love. 


“Back here I see marriage as the people 


unhappy together. I see it as a bargain. I 
|see two people tied together, growing to 
hate each other.” 

“Is that what marriage is—to you?” I 
asked. I knew my face had grown pale. 

“Yes, and worse. But why am I telling 
|you this? You know it all. You live in 
|this sort of thing.” 


in high society live it, as a way of being | 


“No, I don’t!” I said but he did not hear | 
me. Dinner was over. Yet as I went into | 
|the drawing-room with the others, I felt | 
| sick and queer and horrible, as if I were | 


oly | seeing the world for the first time, and it | 


was not fair and sweet. | 

They called for Tamma Toka. She haa 
disappeared and Malcome with her. There | 
was a hum in the room when Tamma Toka | 
could not be found, nor Malcome. Sallie’s | 
face flushed crimson. She was awfully pretty | 
in a thin black dress, but she seemed miser- | 
able. I wondered why she had that great | . 
houseful of guests since they did not make | 3 
her happy. 

Someone called for music, and Sallie asked | | 
me if I could sing. She said I had a singing | 
face. I had never sung except in the choir | 
but I felt sorry for Sallie and I could not 
refuse. 

When they saw me go to the piano ther 
all stopped talking to listen. 

My heart was so sad, after that talk with 
Seth at the dinner table that I could not |! 
sing a happy song. I wanted to cry. I must 
sing something that would let out the hurt | 
in my heart, a song that was for me alone. | 
I felt suddenly as if Seth ought to have | 


known that I would fall in love with! 
him. 
I touched the piano and sang the words | 


of a little old song—just as they came to me: 


On a moor a youth espied 
Passing by, a wild rose. 


And he saw it with delight 
139 


“I Dont Wi 
About Clothes 
Any More” 


don’t have much 


om y 
clothes, but I am al- 
ways well-dressed be- 
cause J can make any, 
dress I want for half 
of store prices. 

“I'm not afraid 
to cut Into even 
the most expensive 
materials, because 
I know everything 
is going to turn out 
right. My clothes 
are smart and styl- 
ish because the 
Institute 
has taught me 
, to design, cut, fit and 
finish.” 


/ FREE fon 


how the Woman’s Institute can 

help you have more and prettier clothes 

or earn $20 to $40 a week at home. 


4 WOMAN’S INSTITUTE 

4 Dept. 6-X, Scranton, Penna. a 
4 Without cost or obligation, please send me a 
q@| copy of “Making Beautiful Clothes,” and tell me 
4 how I can learn the subject which I have marked— 
Home Dressmaking Millinery 

4 Professional Dressmaking Cooking 
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; (Please specify whether Mrs. or Miss) 
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Are You Fat 
In Spots? 


Easy, Safe, Sure Way 
To Reduce 


Warr Tara cmancrs on marring 
your beauty, ruining your health 
—or worse—t A unwise at- 
tempts to reduce 
Why sap your ng ont 
vitality by dieting, strenuous exe : 
cines or other haphazard meth de cen the 
Frances ‘Jordan Reducer is so safe, so surc, so 
extremely s. mple to use? 

The Frances Jordan Reducer employs the 
principle of Swe lish massage. It does 
with the costly treatment 8 of expert masseurs. 

fou apply the Reducer yourself—anyone can 
use it with practically no effort. 

Most wonderful of all, the Frances Jordan 
Method will reduce any part of your figure you 
may desire, without reducing the parts that 
need no treatment. 

This remorkable Reducer originally sold in 
the department stores for $15.00. Tremendous 
production now permits us to sell it direct to 
you upon receipt of $+.co in cash, check or 
money order. Your money will positively be re- 
funded tf you are not fully satished. Act today. 
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SAYS “get intomusic.”” 
The great bandmaster 
advises young people to cultivate 
the musical “bump” in school band 
and orchestra. For his own band, 
Sousa chooses Conn instruments as 
the finest in tone, easiest to blow. 
You wil! profit by his example. 
FREE TRIAL, Easy Payments on 
any Conn forthe band or orchestra. 
Send for freeliterature and details. 
C.G.Conn,Lid., 1083 Conn Bidg. 
Eikhart, Ind. 
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50-Page Bird Book in Colors, 
“Canaries for Pleasure and Profit” 
Gives expert professional ad- 
vice on breeding, rearing, 
training, fee and care o 
Canaries ur birds in 
song. Sent free together ‘with ibesal sam- 
ples of West's Quality Bird Foods on re- 
ceipt of 10 cents in stamps or coin to cover 
mail ing costs. 

West Bird Foods are Sold at Good Stores 
Co., 1526 Hubbard St., Milwaukee, Wis, 
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U. S. Supply Co., Dept. P 243 Greenville, Pa. 


For it pleased his wayward sight 
Wild rose, wild rose, wild rose red, 


Wild rose of the moorland 

And the youth with careless hand 
Piucked the lovely blossom. 

Wild rose pricked him with her thorn; 
But unheeded she was borne 

From her native moorland. 

Wild rose! Wild rose! 


I tried to go on, but my voice broke. It 
was the story of my heart. He had found 
my heart and borne it away. I got up trom 
the piano. They thought it was for effect, 
my stopping so suddenly. They gathered 
around the piano and asked me to sing it 
over again, but I slipped away and out 
through the French windows. It was dark 
outside, except for long streamers of light 
{from the windows. I wanted to be alone, 
| but Seth followed me. 
| “That was really wonderful,” he said. 
“Have you studied abroad to get that 
effect ?” 

I turned my face away. I could hardly 
| speak but I managed to say softly: 

“T have never studied anywhere.” 

“Oh, come now,” he urged laughing, “don’t 
| try to put it over on me!” 
| He did not mean to be impolite, but he 
| actually thought I was fibbing to him. 
| “You young girls are very clever now- 
}adays. And that was really fine. I've never 
|heard it sung more effectively. Have you 
| been on the stage? Of course, you haven't 
| yet, but you'd be a success.” 

I couldn’t stand it any longer. I lifted 
my face to him, as I said: 
| “I’ve never been on the stage nor even in- 
|side of a theater, in my whole life.” 

He was laughing and 


was talking to a little rose fresh from a 
garden where only love has ever bloomed? 
Can you forgive me, little wild rose? Can 
you forget ?” 

“But you meant it! You meant that all 
love is like that. You meant it! You don’t 
believe there are hearts that are good, and 
girls who can love and be true, and mar- 
riages that are very happy?” 

He did not answer. 

“Don’t you see that if a girl loves enough 
it could be?” 

“I begin to see how it could be,” Seth said 
very softly. “Would you like to tell me 
more about it?” 

But I could not tell him more because I 
was crying so, and I knew that he was only 
trying to please me after all he had said. 

I turned to go. He put out his hand, but I 
dashed past him. I ran through the great 
hall. They had opened the grand ballroom 
opposite the dining room. Gay couples were 
dancing wild dances, but I ran past them and 
up to my room. 


*O THAT was the end of my first day at 
Sallie Manning's house party. I had 
fallen in love with a man who did not be- 
lieve in love. 

I managed to keep out of Seth’s way the 
next morning. I wanted to see him but I 
could not bear to have him tell me again that 
there was no such thing as love. Just as I 
was planning how I would escape that after- 
noon fate decided against me. 

In the grounds, off by the lake, stood a 
building they called the playhouse. A great 
bell hung over it and it sent its notes peal- 
ing across the place. When the great bell 

rang it was a signal 


it made me frantic 
to have him think I 
was deceiving him. 

“I don’t live in your 
world, Seth Noble. 


Could You Name Them? | 


Here is the identification key to 


7 that everybody must 
| come to the play- 
house. Sallie told 
me about it. I put 
on a white shirt and 


I live in a world the pictures published on page 42 my little blue blazer 
where people marry How many did you get right? | and a felt hat, and 
for love and _ live hurried out. They 
with each other al- Dr. S. Parkes Cadman were coming from 


ways. And they don’t 2. Ina Claire 
care whether they’re 
rich or poor, just so 
they can be together. 
And they never feel 
like you said.” 

“Will .you_ kindly 
tell me where that 
kind of love is to be 
found. I'd like to 


6. Henry Ford 


3. Eva Le Gallienne 
4. General John J. Pershing 
5. Thomas A. Edison ned a French game 


7. Kathleen Norris 


every direction, won- 
dering what it could 
mean 

Malcome had plan- 


H} for us, called “au re- 
voir” which as every- 
i} body knows, means 
“Good-by, until I 
see you again.” We 


go, wherever it is.” 

“My father and mother love each other 
that way. Mother went without a new dress 
for years and all the while she told father 
she was buying dresses and dresses. She knew 
he’d never notice. That’s a love-fib, and it 
doesn’t count on God’s bookkeeping. Mother 
saved to buy this dress for me. She even 
did her own washing. Ministers’ wives, in 
the country, don't have money. That’s 
what love is. It’s giving up; and you don't 
| know you are giving up.” 


‘Vy HAT are you telling me?” He 
caught his breath as I finished. 
“I'm trying to tell you that I’m only a 

little country girl and this is my first night 

away from home and this is the first time 

I ever saw people—or heard the things you've 

| been saying. And I don’t believe what you 

said about love and marriage. I don't! I 

don’t!” 

“I’m so sorry!” he said. “I don’t know 
what to say. I had no idea I was telling you 
anything you did not know.” 

“Oh, I wish I hadn’t come,” I sobbed 

He bent close to me. “I'm sorry Theodosia. 
How was I to know? I thought you were 
just like all the rest, just like all the young 
girls I've seen lately, wide awake to every- 
thing, knowing as much about life as I 
know myself. How was I to guess that I 
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were all to pair off 
and scatter in the grounds. In exactly one 
hour we were to return and each gentle- 
man, on his word of honor, was to tell 
exactly what had taken place. It was a 
game that French queens had played at 
Fontainebleu. 

Malcome paired off Seth with me. We 
waited just long enough to see that Malcome 
had taken Tamma Toka for himself. Sallie 
refused to pair off. She decided to sit in 
the playhouse and wait. 

Seth and I started away together, walk- 
ing slowly. There was a little boat house 
over the hill and we headed for it. A boat 
had been pulled up on the shore and Seth 
and I climbed in and sat side by side. There 
was a great deal I wanted to ask him, but 
we sat in silence. I felt that he wanted to 
tell me something but could not begin. 

In the hush we heard voices in the boat 
house. Seth and I both turned. There, 
through the low window, we saw Malcome 
and the dancer, Tamma Toka. They were 
sitting with their arms around each other. 
For a full minute we stared, horrified, then 
Seth rose and went to the boat house door. 
They came out. Tamma Toka was a lovely 
creature with raven hair, eyes like velvet 
and skin smooth as cream. 

We went slowly back to the play- 
house The others were there before 
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us. When it came Malcome’s turn to tell 
what had happened, he said that he and 
Tamma Toka had been out boating on the 
lake. Seth and I knew it was a lie but 
Malcome told it unflinchingly. 

When they asked Seth what he and I 
had been doing, he replied, “Nothing at all!” 
If he had told the truth he would have had 
to tell on Malcome and Tamma Toka. 
So Seth had to pay the forfeit which was to 
give the next house party for the same crowd. 

After that, for days and days, Seth and 
I were together constantly, for a house party 
is like life on an ocean-liner and you live a 
year of experience each day. But we never 
spoke of love and marriage again. 

But one night it came—our talk about 
love. I felt it in the air. It was evening 
and we stood on the veranda, with a moon 
above us. 

I turned my head away; but he caught me 
and held me to him. “I believe in love, 
now,” he said. “And in the sweetness of 
woman and in marriage. Do you believe in 
it too, Theodosia ?” 

“Yes, Seth.” I had to tell him the truth. 
I believed in them as I believed in life and 
he had come to mean the whole of life to me. 

“And are you willing to try it with me, 
Theodosia ?” 

“Yes, Seth!” 

“And will you marry me?” 

“Yes, Seth.” It was all I could say for 
I felt numb with happiness. 

Neither of us could speak. We would have 
stood there, forever, but there were footsteps 
approaching. Someone threw the French 
windows open, and stepped out. I could 
not share my happiness with any one, then. 
I wanted to be alone. 

“Good night, Seth,” I whispered. 

“Good night, Theodosia.” 

I slipped up to my room where I went 
right to bed hoping to dream of Seth. 

I slept to dream of a stalking terror, a 
knocking at my door. Sallie’s voice calling: 

“Open the door, Theodosia. Open it 
quick !” 

I jumped out of bed and flung open the 
door. 

Sallie almost fell into the room. I caught 
her and half carried her across to the window. 

“What is it? What is it?” I cried. 

“It’s Malcome! Malcome and Tamma 
Toka! He’s with her. I listened and heard 
their voices.” 

“Oh, Sallie!” 
happiness ! 

She changed 
anger. 

“T want to catch him, Theodosia. I want 
you to come with me. I can trust you as I 
can’t trust any of the others and I want to 
catch him.” 

“Oh, Sallie how dreadful!” 

“You've got to help me.” She lifted the 
little gold clock off my dresser. The hands 
pointed to two o'clock. “He’s been with 
her for hours. I’ve been waiting in the 
hall until I’m almost dead. You've got to 
help me, Theodosia.” 

The lights were all on. We went down 
the big hall and turned into the deep wing. 
Tamma Toka’s room was at the end. We 
crept as close as we could and we could hear 
low voices within. It seemed forever that 
we stood there listening and waiting. 

Then the door opened slowly. 

“He’s coming,” whispered Sallie. 

We stood almost in the shadow of the 
door. It opened wide. A man’s figure was 
in the doorway, plainly outlined against the 
light. Behind him stood Tamma Toka. She 
was in a gown, thin as mist. 

At sight of that form in the doorway I 
caught Sallie’s hand and a blur that was not 
blindness came across my sight, as though I 
were seeing something that could not pos- 
sibly be there. 

For the man who came out of Tamma 
Toka’s room was Seth! My Seth! 


I was so full of my own 


suddenly from sorrow to 


He gave me one look but such a look!| "s 
He was slender but his figure seemed sud-| & 


denly to have attained height and majesty; 
his brown eyes glowed like fire. 
reproach, penitence or remorse? What was 


Anger, | 


it that lay behind that look? If only he had | 


uttered one word of explanation but how 
could he explain? He gave his arm to 
Sallie and helped her down the hall. She 
was sobbing hysterically, almost too weak 
to walk. Her nerves had given way after 
her night of horror. 

But Seth did not as much as glance back 
when we reached my door. I waited but 
they passed on. 

The first rosy light had come creeping 
over the banks of gray in the sky when I 
closed my eyes. I fell into a heavy sleep 
feeling that never in the world had a girl 
hated anyone as I hated Seth. 


But scarcely had I fallen asleep when I 


heard a voice from some far-away world, 
where the spirit dwells. And I knew that 
it was a voice, sent to that ark of the cov- 


enant, which is a woman’s heart. And this 
is what it said: 
“Many waters can not quench love; 


neither can the floods drown it.” 

awoke and the light of the sun flooded 
the room. I had learned the lesson of life, 
the secret of happiness. I saw his love for 
me, and my love for him as a thing of the 
spirit, something that could live through all. 
No matter what he had done, he was the 
one man in the world for me. 

The house was quiet as I got up and 
put on my little old blue skirt and blazer. 
I felt ill and I could not eat. Where was 
Seth? I dared not ask. 

There was a sound in the hall. I peeped 
out of my door. A footman was carrying 
baggage. I crept back. I went to the win- 
dow and put my hands over my face. I 
wanted to think of father and mother and 
that care-free, heart-free life gone forever. 
While I stood there I heard the whirr of 
a car. A great automobile came around 
the house and stopped at the front door. 
It was Seth’s car and Seth, himself, was 
driving it. He got out and stood silent 
while they loaded his baggage in the car, 
ever so many pieces, golf clubs, bags. They 
were putting in everything. 


H® WAITED until they had piled his 
baggage in the car. Then he stepped 

“Have I forgotten anything?” he 
asked the man. 

“Nothing, sir!” 

He took the wheel and the car glided away. 

When I saw his car slowly fade into the 
trees a great rush of feeling swept over me, 
a reversion, a turning of my whole soul 
toward the man I loved. I could no more 
have helped what I did next than I could 
have stemmed the tide of the ocean. An 
impulse stronger than I compelled me. 

I dashed from my room and down the 
stairs and out of the house. In front lay 
a wide lawn that sloped down to a pine 
grove. I knew that it intercepted the 
automobile road beyond. At top of my 
speed I ran. I forgot that I was hatless, 
dressed only in my simple old frock. I 
thought of nothing but Seth! I must see 
him again. On I flew. I heard the honk 
of his horn through the trees as he turned 
the bend in the road. Then, before I could 
reach him, he passed the grove of pines, 
and the car dashed on. 

“Seth! Seth!” I threw my whole strength 
into that cry. I had reached the road. The | 
car was just ahead. “Seth! Seth!” I 
heard the brakes scrape the gravel, the 
sudden stopping of the car. 
lean out, and there I was alongside him, a | 
dishevelled girl, with shoes torn and a 
bedraggled dress. “Seth! You did ret 
something! You forgot me!” 

He bent out of the car and caught | 
me. He lifted me into the car, and 
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I saw Seth) 
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Melt Fat Away | 


| placed me in the front seat beside him. 


had run away and oh, ever so many other 


things. 


“Did you love me enough for that, Theo- 
When mother saw us she came and clasped 


dosia?” he asked. 
By Oxygen Method “More than enough for all that, Seth!” us both in her arms, but father took off 
As we reached the lodge Seth slowed his spectacles and _ to his — He 
down, for a man stepped out and blocked lifted his face to Heaven and began to 
a You Want the road. It was Malcome. He stood right sing “Praise God from whom all blessings 
° uce in our path so that we might have driven flow.’ 
“We've come to be married, father,” I 


Infiltrating cream quickly and safely 
banishes double chins and slender- 
izes big hips, fat waists, legs or arms. 


Nature's way of melting fat away is by bringing 


over him but Seth stopped the car and got 
out. I followed him. 
him for there was a dangerous flash in his 
dark eyes, and Malcome’s tired face had a 
When you take | desperate look. 


I wanted to be near said. “We love each other very much.” 
And Seth added: “That's true, sir.” 
Father got out the prayer book with the 

marriage service in it, but he was so upset 

he couldn't find the place. We stood up 


oxygen in contact with the fat itself 

violent reducing exercises more oxygen is carried in “Well!” exclaimed Seth. And his expres- 

the blood to the fatty tissues. Similarly when Yous | sion was not good to ser. before him and he began to read. It was 

fat building materials, and the oxygen carried in your Malcome came right toward us. I saw the prayer for those engaged in perilous 

blood uses up the stored fat % mai ies Seth’s eyes fire. His hands clinched. In undertakings, so mother took the prayer 

second he would have had Malcome by book and found the right page. 

fat at any part ; the throat. Malcome raised both hands. ; . 

of the body He was a pitiful sight, there in the bright LL the while that father was trying to 

potge ne Eng a sunshine, with the black lines under the make us man and wife the telephone 

loidal chemis- eyes, and his trembling hands lifted, begging was ringing. Mother went to the phone. It 

try is one of the mercy. was Sallie Manning. Of course mother told 

latest develop- “Wait a minute Seth, please!” her that we were just being married, but 
she was in too much distress to care. She 


ments of mod- 
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old dangerous 
methods of 
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tears. “I’ve told Sallie the truth. She 
knows, now!” 


Seth’s voice. 


| kids but she’s going to get a divorce.” 


|“Spread Wings” 


|the splendor of it belonged to Seth. He 


}a resting place for all my days, 


When it arrives pay the | 


“Well, speak quickly!” 

“I’m sorry, Seth. I’m sorry!” 

“What's being sorry worth to me?” 

I saw Seth’s hands clinch again. 

“Wait, Seth!” Malcome’s eyes filled with 


wanted to see father right away. 

So we all got in the big car, father and 
mother in back wondering what it was all 
about and Seth and I, in front close together 
as we would be for all our lives to come. 

The ride was like an enchanted journey 
into a world of dreams, the car our chariot 
of love. It was dark when we arrived at 
Spread Wings. 

It had been a day of terror in the splen- 
did mansion. The guests, all secretly aware 
of what had happened, were packed to go. 
Malcome was there, too. Tamma_ Toka, 
flashily dressed and defiant, was at his 


“You've told Sallie the truth!” Incre- 
dulity, contempt and scorn were all in 


“Yes! She knows that it was I with 
Tamma Toka last night and that you came 
to warn me.” 

“And Sallie?” 


Malcome’s weak face flushed. It was not 
so easy to tell it now that it was all past. elbow. : . 
‘Sallie has sent for her lawyer.” Malcome’s Sallie, knowing we were — had 
he had 


prepared a wedding supper for us. 
kept her own sorrows to the last so that 
Seth and I could have a wedding feast. 

Sallie put her arms around mother’s neck: 

“Malcome and I were married just five 
of years ago today,” she said, and then she 
began to cry. 

But father caught Sallie’s hand, and with 
his other hand he took hold of Malcome’s. 

Sallie was trying not to cry, and Malcome 
was looking sheepish. He turned his face 
away. And, all the while, father was hold- 
ing their hands together. “Five years to- 
it. day!” said father. “Five beautiful years!” 
hand Then he began to say the marriage service 
for five years of consecration. 

Of course everybody looked startled, but 
father went right on. When he had finished 
Malcome was holding Sallie’s hand. “I do 
“I’m love you, Sallie,” he said. And Sallie began 
to cry on his shoulder. “And I’ve always 
loved you Malcome.” 

Just then Tamma Toka, who had slipped 
out unnoticed, came rushing back. 

“Now where would we be going, little “T’'ve just telephoned home to Jack,” she 
wild rose, except to get married?” Seth said. In private life Tamma Toka was Mrs. 
asked. Jack Green. “He is coming down for me 

I thought of father and mother; of the and I’m going back to him and the kids.” 
gay and thoughtless crowd we had left be- Seth and I, holding hands, glanced around 
hind, the servants, the gossip. They had the room. No one was seated yet. But 
seen me run after Seth’s car. all the couples had drifted together, the 

“Oh Seth! They've telephoned to the married ones, and they were holding hands 
parsonage before this that we've eloped,” I and laughing and crying. I saw it then! 
cried. Married life was just like the crystal foun- 

“And we'll soon be there to tell them that tain—only the clearer for having been 
|it is every word true,” he answered. tossed by the storm. 

“I don’t know what thev’ll say,” I whis- I put my hand in his; and, while they 
pered. “I didn't tell you I am seventeen were all singing, with father leading in his 
| only today.” deepest bass, we slipped out into the en- 

We drove the big car up to the parsonage chanted night that was to guide us, under 
|gate and Seth and I got out. Father and a silver moon, to a happiness that was well 
mother were in the study, reading the Bible. won, to a love that had been tried in the 
Someone had telephoned to them that we 


loose lips tightened. “She'll get a divorce 


from me, I suppose.” 

“And you?” Seth’s voice was cruelly 
sharp. It was not a light matter to forgive 
Malcome. 

“I'll have to marry Tamma Toka, 
course. She’s got a husband and a lot of 

And, then I heard strange talk that I 
could scarcely comprehend. It seemed that 
belonged to Seth. The 
gorgeous mansion where Sallie lived, and all 


had let Sallie and Malcome live in 

Seth put his arm around me. My 
was on his shoulder. I felt as if I had found 
a sure 


foundation of loyalty and strength! 


‘ETH lifted me back in the car. 
sorry for you, Malcome! I could be 
sorry for all the world today!” 
%... drove on and on for an hour before 
asked where we were going. 


| 
} 


\ i J OULD you expect a cattle rustler to be gentle in his wooing or would you 

expect cave man stuff? Surely you wouldn't expect to see one voluntarily 
surrendering his woman to another man—but there was one who did and you 
can read his surprisingly tender story of outlaw love in November Smart Ser. 
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fire of misunderstanding and found enduring. 
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SALESMAN SELLING TO MEN 
We have side line for you that 
sell along with any line you may 


manager, 850 West dams, 


Twenty-Seven Dollars Daily Selling 
Fifth Avenue Clothes. Sell deme man. Four 
times as mach Prices to 
pocket book. $24.75, $29.7 $34.75 
Commission $3" 00 to $7.00. “overe oats 
and raincoats. Majority of salesmen with us 
two and three years doing a record-breaking 
business. Leatherette case, with all-wool pat- 
terns, actual photos free. Write H. W. 
High, Pres., Harrison Brothers, Dest. 857, 
133 West 21ist Street, New York 

Agents wanted to advertise our goods 
and distribute free samples to consumers 
90c an hour; write for full particulars; American 
Products Co., 9464 Monmouth, Cincinnati, O 


Agents. $250 month. Raincoats. All 

colors. Your choice, $2.65. Part time, $2 hour 
Complete line 60 patterns, silks, suedes, tweeds 
Leather-Lyke. Outfit sent free, postage prepaid 
Write Comer Manufacturing Co., Dept. TS-3 
Dayton, Ohio. 

Olid estab. mfg. co. gives you credit 
starts you in business (city or country) canes 
185 widely known household necessities. Per 
manent business; steady customers; large 
profits. MeConnon, Dept. TH, Winona, Minn 

New lines just out. Everything in 
hosiery, underwear and Rayon lingerie for 
men, women, children. Beautiful, irre- 
sistible Catalog and Samples now ready 
New special big money plans. Cash bonus, 

service awards, rapid promotion. No capital 
par Choice territories going. Rush 
reply to World's Star Knitting Co., 788 
Lake St., Bay City, Mich. 


“Make Four Hundred Doliars Every 
—_ and collect your thirty-three and one- 
-r cent commission daily, selling nation- 
aily known line of monogramed and signed 
Xmas Greeting Cards to business, professional 
and society people. Write today for full 
details, exclusive territory and free sample 
outfit. Card Dept., Process Engraving Co., 
Inc., Troy at 21st St., Chicago. 

an hour introducing new Dozal 
Stove and Nickel Polish. Cleans, polishes 
—one operation. Quick demonstration de- 
lights housewives. Many order dozen tubes. 

our profit over 100%. Write or wire for 
territory and free sample 4 you're ready for 
action. Dozal, Montclair, N. J. 

“HOSIERY FREE oad aT daily. Sell 
nationally known Pure Silk Hosiery. Amazing 
values. Free sample outfit. PURE SILK 
HOSTE RY CO., 208 W. Monroe, Chicago. 

New! Reversible Patented One-Piece 
semi-soft collars; 30 per cent commission 

25 cents sample collar your 

free. Biltrite Collars, 935 Broadway, N.Y. 
$100 WEEKLY REPRESENTING 
SHIRT company—direct to wearer—wonder- 
ful opportunity for financial independence 


Big commissions—easy to take orders—we j 


start you with a a outfit free 
Write at once. Supreme Shirt , Desk M96, 
276 Fifth Ave., New York. 

Make $100 weekly selling better-quality 
all-wool made-to-measure suits and overcoats. 
Highest commissions. Extra bonus for Pe 
ducers. Large swatch samples free. Z 
Gibson, Inc., oro? W. Harrison, Chicago. 


Sell Christmas Cards! Beautiful oe. I 


graved assortment of 15 sells on sight, $1 
box. Send 65 cents, sample box, free plan. 
fake 510.00 ore Co., 442 
42nd Street, New Y 


Agents: new 3-in-1 lingerie j 


combination for women making sensational 
hit. $15.00 daily easy. Spare or full time 
French Fashion Company, } 
Dept. N-100, 9 North Franklin, Chicago, Ill. 

WANT $500? Sell Beautiful Dresses, 
Coats, Scarfs, Sweaters. Amazing low prices 
We deliver. > unnecessary. Complete outfit 
free! Write Hirshey Knitting pata, 2003 
South California Avenue, Chicag 

-Zip—Zip—Zip—profits roll in. 
Amazing new Zipper-Dimmer for all makes 
autos sells at sight. Foot controlied. Pre- 
vents accidents. $15-$25 daily, selling 
owners and dealers. Co., 
Dept. A-15, Lorain, Ohic 

Great neckwear line now free! Features 
finest quality neckwear at factory prices 
Collect big commnesions daily. Write for 
FREE tie offer and FREE outfit. Nawco 
Neckwear, Desk 10-ZC, Covington, 


MAKE BIG MONEY - HANDING OUT 
MYSTIC “ZIPPO" Red Hot 50c Household 
Sellert New Amazing Discovery! Quick 
Demonstration Brings Immediate, Huge, Cash 
Profits for Agents! Write Quick. “ZIPPO 
Company, Fort Wayne, Ind. 

BIG PAY EVERY DAY! Complete guar- 
anteed line direct to wearer. Dress Shirts 
Work Shirts, Flannels, Overalls, Pants, Leather 
Coats, Sweaters, Playsuits. $10-$25 daily! Ex- 
perie “% unnecessary Big Outfit FREE! Nim- 
rod Co., Dept. 58, 4922-28 Lincoln Ave., Chicago 

pra $13.80 Daily (in advance), Spare 
time will do. Introduce 12 months guaranteed 

wsiery, 57 styles, 39 colors, for men, women 
children; including latest “Silk to the Top” 
Ladies’ Hose. No capital or experience needed 
We furnish samples. Silk bose for your own 
Road 


use free. New pian. 
92810. Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Make More Money! 


Here are opportuni- 
tiestomake more money 
immediately—to earn 
and save enough for the 
better things of life. 

Here responsible, na- 
tionally known, square 
deal firms seek the ser- 
vices of ambiticus 
people. They offer dig- 
nified positions (full or 
spare time) which pay 

ndsome incomes an 
lead to wonderful fu- 
tures. 

No experience re- 
quired. Ambition is the 
only necessary qualifi- 
cation. Read theseoffers 
carefully. Then write 
for complete informa- 
tion about the ones that 
attract youmost. Please 

not write uhless you 
mean business. 


To the Public: These firms 
offer you merchandise values, 
a convenient service that you 
cannot duplicate elsewhere. 


To Manufacturers: For adver- 
tising rates, address Publishers 
Classified Service, 9 East 46th 
St., New York. 


Women Representatives Wanted. ew 
invention prevents ghoulder straps slipping. No ‘No sell iy the new a 
omen adore it 


more discomfort. 
iculars, free offer. 
3 Lake St., North Wi 


indham, Conn. 


Lingerie ““V" Com hay suit. Guaranteed o ort 
Sells for $19.95. Comméiasion $3.00 and $4.00 


Send 25 Cents for a $1.00 
how to make $10.00 a pensive outfit Free. Harrison Bros., 


Ligheer and learn 
Sells on 


New Y 


Pocket Cigar| Thirty-seven features. No competition. Ex- 
pt. 


<7 “Particulars FREE. 57, 133 W. 21st St., New York. Please men- 


day Easy. 
Rapid. } Manutacs uring © 799C Broadway, tion this magazine, when writing. 


Quick Easy Profits Selling Personal 
assort- 


TAILORING SALESMEN make reat] Xmas Greeting Cards. Beautiful new 


money selling Davis virgin wool, made-to-| Ments sell at sight. Big «: 


measure 


ash commissions in 
perfect-fitting,|2dvance. Sample outfit free. Midiand Arts 


uits. -pri 
aranteed. Beautiful fabrics. New mer-|Company, Dept. 65, Camden, Ohio 


gu 
chandising plan d 
bonuses, cash prizes. 


oubles sales. Liberal] Windows washed in 10 seconds without 
Write now. P.H. Davis} pail, sponge or brush. A fast $1.95 seller. 


pr: 
Tailoring Co., Station 30, Cincinnati, Ohio.|¢ % profit. Demonstration sample $1.20. 


Will you wear a pair of genuin e| Satistaction or money back. Wonder Washer, 
tailor-made shoes at my expense? w i Dent. SM2, 33 East 10th St., New York. 
you show them to your friends and take rn $80 weekly taking orders for 


I will 
selli 


ALSO send you FREE Gas Fashion Frocks for women and 


Outfit, showing 70 shoelchiidren. Factory prices. Advance com- 


sty ty les pl missions. No experience necessary 
actual leather samples perience n y. Fashion 
| Frock In Dept. H-100, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


pay agents 
uick. Tx 


‘rightwood, Dept. A 


$100 WEEKLY IN NEW 


10, Ch hic Ii. 
uleago, weed Suits $24.0( Gen- 


Large Manufacturer Wants Agents to _ All Virgin Wool Fit 


sell, to wearer, world's shirt values./ Noth: ik 


daily. $100 weekly. 
sharing. Samples 


Fifth Ave., Dept. 348-R, New Yo 


Extra bonuses and profit- 
Cariton Mil 4| Make $25.00 daily selling colored Rain- 
ie, 11 coats and Slickers, Red, Blue, Green, etc. $2.95. 


$87-$110 


Hat Free. Commissions dail Outfit. Free 
WEEKLY SELLING Elliot Bradley, 241 Van Buren, Dept. “AF-10, 10, 


EARN 
CHRISTMAS ¢ a Full or spare time. Chicago, Ili nois. 


$10 sample book FR 


Experience 
Hertel Co., 320 Chicago, 


nts, distributors—over 100% profit 


Age 
polling Auto Tow Line—strongest, lightest 


Sensational New 


= pune. Retails $2.00. Sample $1 post- 


Adjustable Cap fits Less in quantities. Special offer and 
Wilman 


‘ its! pa 
ev erybody. Selis at sight. Make $50 = $75 amasing new selling plan FREE. 


vance. Complete outfit Free. Fits-U Cap Co.‘ 


Dept. CL-105, Cincim 


. Dept. L-65, Toledo, Ohio. 


nati, Ohio. 5 miles on 1 gallon. New moisture 


I Wilt Pay You 
ord for 


5 
humidifier and Gas Saver. Allcars. Agencies 
$2 An Hour t0/wanted everywhere. 1 Free to introduce. 
Carlton dresses  and/ Critchlow, A-374, Wheaton, Ill. 
every home, store, 


factory and office eager to save a third|, Twenty Dollars a Day Askin 


Every-|tO guess price of new Ventilated La Laundry 
. They say worth $2.00. Quick repeat 


Cariton,|Profit. Hangs in ‘closet or back of door. 
abash, Dept. 232-B closed. send ys open. Every home 


hosiery, direct to 
manent. Write Dow 
109 C St., Boston, M 


A PAYING PROPOSITION OPEN to/5an-KNIT-a 
representative of character. Take orders shoes, | Street, elphia, 


nee mn fd for sample and 
selling plan. Mone if not satisfied. 
Textile Mills, 1009 Diamond 


income. Per-|- Ga blished firm wants 


wearer. men 
Tanners Shoe Mfg. Co.,/of good character. If you can be trusted with 


funds and depended on, Address Salesmanager, 


$40.00 
Union made 
Wool. don't 
thing about selling 
Willing to wo 


Chicago, Illinois. 


Suits for $23.50 


at once. HIGH-SALARIED POSITIONS  wait- 
C. BARTLETT, 850 Adams, Dept. 566,/ing for you in automobile, tractor and 


= P. O. Box 984, Montreal, Quebec. 
of finest quality’ Virein KNOWLEDGE IS POWER! 
Learn While You Earn! 


airplane Til train you in 


and gelling "53.75 75. Write 
Corp., 906 Jackson, Chicago. 


mey-Making|short weeks you can earn $45.00 


Sal T Mo 
combination fountain pen and/$75.00 a week — unlimited future for 
check poe a No competition. Pro-jmen. Qualify as an expert and own your 


Whol k le own garage or service station. Write me 
Write Security TODAY for big FREE AUTO BOOK. 


FREE! To honest men over 18: new time— don’t miss it by delay J 

atented cigarette lighter. Show your friends 5 

and ‘make e $90 weekly. (Bend 25e to cover Auto| Man, Ad 
mailing costs mention name of thisiy 

magazine. E. Z. Lite, Dept, G-2, 15 West- Y300 1815 E. 24th St., Cleveland, 
minster Road, Brooklyn, N . 


The u an, dress, 
E. _MeMillan, Cincinnati, or 


Ohio. Please mention this 


Dept. SM2, Newark, 


AGENTS MAKE $3.00 HOUR TAKING 


Jack Dempsey Talking: 
“Handy Things") 1 made $750,000 in 45 minutes—ma: 
ybe you 
tt WwW ad Generallean do the same! For the first time I will 
expose to you my secrets of boxing and physical 


a_day. Men 
rices. * peautiful fa 


custom tailored 


rd & Sedgley Ave., Phila., Pa. 


shirts. Earn|instruction that have given me physical per- 

buy quick at factory|fection, wecith and ease. Study and train at 
brics free. Novo-Tex,j/home in spare time—results achieved in first 
thirty days will astound you and your friends. 


t has ever 


workable 
MONEY Y MAKING, 
ork 


reatest book 


mailed to ies, if Rw will send us 15c in cash 
stitute, 565 Fifth Avenue, New York ‘City. 


Pupils receive personal instructions, photo, 
on money making 4 
signed diploma, and secret course. Write at 
been published will belince and receive newly invented Life Size 
Training Dummy Free. Jack Dempsey In- 


230 Fifth Avenue, New| ‘£nclose 10 cents to cover postage, 


Hotels Need Trained Executives. Nation- 


conte tor P Pi revised. | wide demand for trained men and women: 


917. Booklet rience unnec 


d past essary. 
Universal estern vou wy ‘nail and put you in touch 


opportunities. Write at once for particu- 


Suits and ov 
es sir! nd 


ercoats 2 forjiars. Lewis Hotel Trpinins Schools, Suite 
the value is there, rN Washington, I 
Latest Broadway j. S. Govt. wants men. $1,900-$2,700 


our agents making Railway Postal Clerk exams. 


very 3 hours. Your commission! ur former government examiner prepares you 


Every man in yourltor this and other branches. Free booklet. 


er. 
y. No experience pone Dept. 269, Patterson School, Rochester, N 


“today. James Carroll, Inc., Dept.| Earn $25 Weekly. Spare Time, Writing 


or 565 Broadway, 


New York. for Newspapers, Magazines; exp. unnecessary - 


Seli by Mail During — — Earn 
90 cents profit on dollar orders. 0 peddling Free! 1% 


Copyright ook “How to Write ior Pa 
307 Press Syndicate, St. Louis, Mo. 


Large Catalog M. sas Dear-| Men, get Forest Ranger job; $125-$200 


born 8t., Chicag 


month. iome furnished; hunt, fish, trap on 


music 
its. Monarch, 2 236 Ww 
New York. 


side; permanent, no strikes or shut-downs: full 


Write the Words for a Song. L. > nee! y vacations. For details, write Norton, 270 


Want 55th De Dent. McMann Bidg., Denver, Colo. 
Make $75 to $250 Weekly; Motion Pict. 


Your Face Is Your Fortune! Famous 


Portrait and Commer. Photog. Camera free. 
For special offer, write N.Y. Inst. of Phot 
raphy, Dept. 111, 10 W. 33rd 8t., New Yor 
society, love U.S. GOV'T JOBS. Men—Women, 18 u 


in America will 


n 
$3 with pboto for per-|$1140—$3000 year. Steady, leasant wor! 


sonal psychological 


sweetheart’s photo and learn the real truth.| necessary. te 
Has led thousands to complete success positions and | hing with 
>. Jasper FREE 


send/ Paid vacation. Short hours 


Jones, »| ulars— today sure. FRA) 
Ohiv. Inst., Dept. L-91X. Rochester, 


O 
Extra Easy! 
be handling and make more money for i | 
1 provided you are now selling to . 
men Get facts at once Address, Sales- 
Dept. 186 
Chicago 
) | | i 
t = 
= 
1d 
thing supplied Free but only a ha 
at + references will be 
t Inc. 206 South W 4 
Chicago 
ass. q 
| 
Id 
T 
Dut 
ue 
I i 
? or 3 aS 
pe | Prod. C 
|: 
[r j 
mt stunts tha 
ds 
in 4 a 
th q 
ir 
en 
yun What? 
$29.50? ¥ 
ee too Union nade 
styles. Many of 
} $10 q 
Lhe oa 
neighborhood will 
na 
ve 
t} 
all 
u British psychologist now ; 
tell you from your photog} 
iV be su 
k 
u 
he o 
—— 
Dept. 24, Youngstown, 4 
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I am delighted to find a mar- 
celling outfit which gives such 
beautiful results as the phote- 


values their hair 
(Signed) ALLYN MARTIN 


A representative f ours in Chi 
cago saw the Slip-On Marceller 
Outfit tried out and found that 
it gave very satisfactory results. 


State of Illinois ? 
County of Cook § 

I, F. J. Hazard, first being 
duly sworn, upon oath, depose 
and say that the accompanying 
photographs of Miss Allyn Mar- 
tin are genuine The top pho- 
tographs show Miss Martin's 
hair as it appeared when fin- 
ished, one a perfect marcel and 
the other the new fashionable 
finger wave style 


(Signed) F. J. Hazanp. 


Sworn and subscribed to be- 
fore me this 26th day of July, 
A. D. 1927 


W. STOLZENRBACK, 
Actual photograph of Miss Martin’s hair Notary Public. 
after marcel waving with Slip-On Marcel- , 
lers Notice the perfectly formed marcel, 
with the deep undulations and smooth, uni- 
form contours that mark the work of the 
most skilled professional waver. 


You can have these beautiful 
waves every day 


Fashion’s newest and loveliest marcels 
and finger waves are yours with this 
sensational marceller. 


Actual photograph of 
Miss Martin's hair wit! 

finger wave style of 
waving Observe the 
large, loose waves, the 
smooth, close line of the 
coiffure 


OTHING that you have ever known of waving can The More Difficult Your Hair, the Greater 
give you a clue to -— -y¥ ls of this astound Your Delight 


waving method - 
failure-proof device as If you think that the Slip-On Marcellers are just another 


‘ ers suct a triumphantly successful levice like those you have tried, you are utterly mistaken 
ie perfect: wave—yourseilf in just No matter how difficult your hair ow soft and fine. or 
hones stif? and straight and coarse. you can hare a perfect ware 
from now on The more discouraged you are the more 
The more u have experimented with waving methods unsuccessful experimenting you have done with othe wav 
the more d uraged you are with ruinous t irons. or ing devices, the more completely delighted you will be 
other air-r ng ways of wavir the more difficult and with the unbelievable results which the Slip-On Marcellers 
expensive have found it to keep your hair in curl, the will give. 
mor 1 will appreciate the unbelievable genius which i 
invented the Slip-On Marcellers Don’t Take Our Word for It— You Be the Judge ae 
You Simply Cannot Fail! Nothing that we can say of these marvelous mareeiiers Actual photograph of 
will be half as convincing as the testimony of your own Miss 2 yn Martin's 
, is no chance of failure with the Slip-On Mar- mirror You be the judge. Use the marcellers. One trial hair before waving with 
cellers—no possibility of achieving anything but a perfect is all you need to prove to you conclusively that here at Slip-On Marcellers 
wav You ed no skill—you need ho experience A last is the master waving method—the one unfailingly Note how straight her 
child can use them—and get a perfect wave the first time successful way to achieve a perfect wave hair naturally is. 
sib! you kay? Yes, it would he mpossaible 


with any ordinary waving device But this invention goes Your Money Back if They Aren't Even More 
beyond anything you have dreamed of It can’t be judged Wonderful Than You Dreamed 


by any other waving method you have known. It is unique 
triumphantly alone in its ability to create in the most So sure are we of your absolute satisfaction with Slip-On 
unskilled hands an utterly lovely smooth, perfect marcel Marcellers. that we make this unconditional offer f you 
or “finger wave’’ style of wave are not completely, unmistakably satisfied with the results, 
if your marcel or “‘finger’’ wave type of hairdress isn't 
Sa even lovelier, smoother, more lasting than you had dreamed 
You Never jw Such Simplicity possible, simply send the marceilers back to us and we 
u imagine a more amazing. a cleverer device than will return your money without argument 
»-On Maree s All you do Is tie the little cap 
ur chin, moisten your hair with water or Wave os a T) i 
1 nis actual photo 
mn. slide the alternate wavers forward and back on An Unusual “Endorser Offer graph taken in the 


tir hooking each one in place and there before 
your eyes appears the smoothest, most perfect, deeply un- 
lulating wave you ever saw! 


photographer's stu- 
dio, shows just 
how easily Miss Martin put the mar- 


Nothing that we can say for the Slip-On Marcellers will 
earry half the weight of the actual results as shown on 
the hair of the women who use them. We want this en- 


The marcellers themselves do everything—and do it dorsement right from the start of our selling, because we cellers in place on her hair. 
better thar u could possibly do it with any other waving know it will be amazing proof of the fact that every state- 
They cate the hair in firm, unylelding grip. ment, every claim we make for the Slip-On Marcellers is 


line. creates absolutely tru If you will become one of our ‘‘endorsers”’ 
The — slip of farnisi the proof among your friends that Stip-On ROSEMARY HOUSE 
Marcellers actually do give the loveliest of mareels or Illinois at Salle St Chicago, Ill. 
La 


cannot fall out or shift position. One 


ond wel “finger wave’’ type of wave you can secure the marcellers 
undula n that little while at a very special preliminary price of $2.95, plus a few pan ~ 
you ir mi . set—you remove cents’ postage This price covers everything—there is Pp 
Slip-O ! j und there you nothing more you need to produce a marcel or ‘‘finger 
. suc 1 possible—small, wave" type of wave——nothing more to buy ROSEMARY HOUSE, 
tw u e Iilinois at LaSalle Sts., Dept. 11, 
on No Money Required—Simply the Coupon Chicago, Il. 
ree » ble your Sli 
an ! We don't want you to mail any money for the marcellers. - 
ee ellars close together or far apart. of We want you to simply fll out and mail the coupon below (plus postage) with ery. If the 
ud ent angles, you can produce entirely different lines to us. We will pack and ship the Slip-On Marcellers to 4% » hted I will 
and a number of arrangements you at once. When they are delivered to you, you simply 5 ou are to refund the purchase price 
pay the postman $2.95 (plus a few cents’ postage And without argumer 
Waves While You Dress then you give the mareellers a thorough trial If they 
don’t delight you in every way, if they don’t give you the Name 
Think of it! In hottest weathe m windiest quickest, « est, prettiest marcel or “finger wave’ type 
the a trenuou ports mu can appear f wave imaginable jon’t keep them a minute Return Ati 
ti tak 4 get into fre ” them tf us and we will give you your money again, 
tha finished professional would provi can promptiy and cheerfully. This ‘endorser offer is a real 
lamt air, slig Slip-On Marce nto plate portunity to insure lovelier waves than you have ever City State 
amd g ‘ ir dres £ secure in tl knowledge that before known. at a price that is a genuine bargain—and NOTE: If you expect to be out when the postman comes, encl 
ou W appear at the end of that time with a marcel or all u have to de in return is tell your friends how you $3.10 with your order and the Slip-on Marcetlers will be sent post- 
fing wave type of hairdress that everyone will rave secured the beautiful waves which they admire. Don't 
wer wait—fill in and mail the coupon today! 
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‘Enough to winany 
man over, the natural — 
tobacco taste that you 
in Chesterfield — 
and nowhere else 


\ ia 2 
| 
~) we: = 
rh 
| 
i 
| 4 
| 
i LICCETT &€ MYERS TOBACCO Co. 


FREE 


Art print of this beautiful 
painting —the Kissproof Girl, 
is included with your Kiss- 
proof Beauty Box, size 8 x 10 
inches, printed in 12 colors, 
mailed flat for framing. 


Send for Kissproof beauty bc 


KISSPROOF, Inc. 
Dept. 1327 
3012 Clybourn Ave., Chicago 

Send me the Kissproof Beauty Box containing a 
week's supply of Kissproof Lipstick, Kissproof 
Rouge, Kissproof Face Powder and Delica Brow. 


I enclose 20c to cover cost of packing and mail- 
ing. Underline shade of Powder. 


Flesh White Brunette Ivory 


Alluring, fascinating, wondrous 
new beauty—yours instantly with 


Kissproof 


KISSPROOF are the modern Cosmetics—water- 

proof, smearproof, windproof—they stay on. And | 
what beauty they give—a warm, subtle, fascinating 

atmosphere that will make you more intriguing, ta 
more interesting, more lovely than ever before, 


Make the most of your beauty. Get KISSPROOF 
today. At all the best stores or direct. 


Name... 
Address 
Also send me the Art Print Free 


THE CUNEO PRESS. INC 


t 
i 
| 4 aN | waterproof 
& Lipstick 
| Rouge 
» 
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